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Orgy with mom





CHAPTER ONE


Joyce Lankin sat in the living room of her home sipping a tall Scotch and soda and staring at the clock on the wall. It was her fifth stiff drink of the afternoon and she was well on her way to being totally smashed. And the itch in her hot cunt wasn't helping matters. Her eyes blurred out of focus as they tried to follow the sweep hand on the expensive clock.
Even though the sun burned brightly outside, the plushly furnished room was semi-dark. Joyce had drawn heavy drapes across the windows. A single lamp burned in the large room, casting shadows over her half-naked body.
Joyce was waiting… waiting for her son!
That morning, she had decided to put an end to the torment that raged within her. Joyce had decided to face the facts. Billy, her eighteen-year-old son, turned her on. And there was nothing she could do about it.
For months she had tried to put him out of her mind. She tried not to think of the firmness of his thighs, or the way his prick bulged against the front of his skin-tight jeans. But he was always there, always near her.
Joyce had watched her son grow from a child to a man. She had seen the muscles in his arms and back harden into strong hands. She longed to let her fingers outline them against his bare skin, feel the heat of his body against her own.
And Joyce had watched her son grow emotionally too. When her husband of eighteen years ran off with the twenty-year-old secretary he was fucking at the office, Billy seemed to understand. He was only fourteen at the time, but Joyce knew that her son understood.
And from that moment on, he was no longer a little boy. He was given more responsibility around the house, Joyce had gotten a nice alimony settlement from her ex-husband, and she allowed Billy a free hand with the money.
He never failed her. Bills were paid on time and he was handling everything perfectly. Billy was in charge of the household and had quite comfortably taken her ex-husband's place.
And for the two years since he had left, Joyce had never once brought any guys home to fuck. Of course she played around with a few one-night stands, but she had fucked on the side even before the divorce.
Joyce had plenty of chances to grab off a handsome stud. At the age of thirty-eight she had a spectacular body. Her thrusting tits were huge and firm, her nipples like warm cherries. Her tight waist flowed into wide, rounded hips. Her ass wiggled invitingly when she walked and her legs were long and graceful. Joyce Lankin always turned heads when she walked into a room.
But bringing a man into her home would only be an insult to her son. It would challenge his authority as head of the house and she didn't want to do that. She was proud of her son who had suddenly grown into a man.
Joyce gave Billy the freedoms that went with his added responsibilities. He was coming home later and later each night, and she could tell that some nights he had been with a girl. And on those nights, she was jealous. She wanted to be the woman climbing between Billy's legs. She wanted to be the one sucking his sweet-tasting cock!
That morning, Joyce decided that it was time for Billy to take his rightful place up her cunt. She had worked out an entire plan of action and was determined to stick to it. It was Friday, and she and Billy would have the whole weekend together, undisturbed.
More than once, Joyce had caught Billy peeking at her while she was getting dressed. When she sensed that he was watching, she would put on a little show for him, hoping that he was pulling on his prick while she showed herself off. Joyce never let him know that he had been caught. She didn't want to embarrass her handsome son.
Joyce chose her sexiest underthings to wear for Billy when he got home from school. He was usually home by four. They would have dinner together, talk for a while and then he would go out. The one time she had asked him where he was going, he had been evasive and Joyce decided against pressing it.
Joyce was wearing black fishnet stockings, held taut against her long legs by a black lace garterbelt. She wore a pair of black nylon panties over the garterbelt. She knew how much her husband liked fucking her with her stockings on and she thought that Billy might take after the old son-of-a-bitch.
A tiny black bra hardly contained the thrusting fullness of Joyce's fat tits. Black high heels and a liberal amount of sexy perfume finished off her outfit. She was sure that the sight of her sexy body would turn his cock rock-hard.
By one o'clock that afternoon, Joyce had managed to pull herself out of bed and polish off a double Scotch. She relaxed in the tub for another hour with a fresh drink. Still wet from her tub, she straightened out the curtains and set the lighting for the living room. The air-conditioning chilled her skin, making her heart beat faster.
By three o'clock, Joyce was ready for her son. Sitting on the sofa, she waited. Her legs crossed, she toyed with one of her shoes. Letting it hang from the tips of her toes, she rocked it back and forth. When she heard Billy's key in the door, the shoe fell to the floor.
When Joyce bent forward to find her shoe, she knew she was smashed. She lost her balance and almost fell over before slipping her foot back into the slipper. It was quite a struggle, but she was finally able to straighten herself upright in the low-slung sofa.
As Billy opened the door, Joyce watched the sunlight illuminating the room. But the boy didn't see his mother in the light. His eyes were adjusting to the indoors.
Billy let the door slam behind him as he dropped his books onto a table beside the door. It took a few moments for Billy to realize that the room was almost dark. Then he inhaled the strong scent of her perfume. When he looked over to the sofa, his gaze met the wide, inviting grin of his drunk mother.
"Hi, honey!" Joyce called out, taking a last gulp from her glass. "Hot outside, baby?" she asked.
Billy couldn't believe the sight before him. His mother was sprawled out across the couch, half-naked. She was the image of his nightly dreams about her. As he stood trying to answer her dumb question, he felt his cock getting as hard as a rock.
"Yeah, Mom. Yeah," Billy said, inching slowly toward her. "It must be close to a hundred out there."
"It's nice and cool in here," Joyce said, holding her glass out to him and rattling the ice cubes in it. "Come sit down," she said, patting the sofa beside her.
"Maybe I could get you another drink, Mom?" Billy innocently asked as he stepped forward to take his mother's drained glass. "What are you drinking?"
It was Joyce's turn to be shocked, and it gave her a good laugh. She had been right thinking that he was fucking around. Her son knew just how to get a horny cunt into the sack. She could see that he inherited more than just good looks from his hard-fucking old man.
"Make it Scotch, sweetheart," she answered, handing over her glass. "And you might as well fix yourself a drink. I've noticed the vodka's been tasting a little watery lately."
Billy was caught off base for a moment. He thought that he had been getting away with the occasional shots that he sneaked when his mother wasn't looking. He was afraid that she was angry, until he was calmed down by her warm, enticing smile. It was more than obvious that she didn't give a shit about his secret drinking. As a matter of fact, she seemed a little proud of his adult behavior.
Swaggering boldly, Billy took the glass from Joyce's hand and headed for the well-stocked bar at one end of the huge room. The sight of her half-naked body and the sweet smell of her erotic perfume sent chills racing up the boy's spine. He could feel his prick stiffening between his legs.
Joyce relaxed, draping her arms across the back of the sofa. Her eyes remained fixed on the hardness of her son's ass. She watched him carefully as he crossed the room, imagining herself lost between his strong legs. She was sure that his cock would be just as wonderful as she imagined.
Billy handled himself like an old pro at the bar, holding up the bottle of Black Label Scotch for his mother's drink and looking at how little was left.
"I guess you've already had a few," Billy laughed, pouring his mother another triple.
Billy knew damn well that his old lady was pretty well smashed. He had seen her loaded before, but never as drunk as she was at that moment. And he was really shocked at the way she was dressed. He was having one hell of a time keeping from staring at her lush figure. Resting her arms high on the back of the sofa thrust her tits forward, straining the material of the skimpy garment.
As drunk as she was, Joyce could tell the effect she was having on her son. She could see the flames of passion and lust burning in his eyes. Even in the darkness she could see the hardening of his teenage cock, outlined against the front of the skin-tight jeans he was wearing.
Billy fixed himself some vodka and orange juice on the rocks and placed the drink on a small tray along with Joyce's Scotch. His hands trembled with the excitement of the situation as he strode back to his mother. He made no effort to hide the interest he had in her fat tits. His eyes danced from one thrusting melon to the other, and he thought about wrapping his hungry lips around the hardness of Joyce's nipples.
Joyce was proud of her strong, handsome son. The heat of his gaze on her body made her cunt throb with pleasure. She could almost feel the strength of his big prick between her legs. She would have to be sure to have him fuck her asshole, she told herself as she stared at the big lump that his cock made against the front of his jeans.
"I was just getting dressed," Joyce said, leaning forward to take her drink from the tray Billy was holding. "I guess I should finish," she continued, letting a coy smile curl up the corners of her mouth, "but I'm just so tired. I spent the whole day cleaning around the house."
"It's so warm," Billy replied, "I'm surprised you're going to get dressed in the first place. Were you thinking of going out tonight?" he suddenly asked, a trace of concern clouding his question.
"No, I wasn't thinking about going out," Joyce answered, pleased at seeing the hold she had on the boy. "I actually thought we could spend a nice night together."
Joyce caressed each spoken word with her soft, sensual lips. Billy sat down beside her, and she could hear the deepness of his breathing. She could almost hear the pounding of his heart as he responded to the heat of his mother's body. She pressed herself against him as the heavy scent of her perfume filled his nostrils.
"Of course I should really ask you what you're doing tonight," she pouted. "After all, you're the one that's been doing most of the going out lately."
"I had nothing planned," he quickly stammered, not wanting to get Joyce angry with him.
"Good," Joyce cooed softly, letting her voice go as warm and as sweet as melted chocolate.
Joyce's arm slipped down from the back of the sofa and curled sexily around the boy's neck. She rubbed the tips of her fingers into the hardness of his chest, thrilling to the feel of his athletic frame.
"I think you're right about not bothering to get dressed, if that's all right with you," Joyce said, cuddling tighter against her son. "You don't think I'm being immodest, do you?"
Joyce jumped to her feet as she spoke. Considering how drunk she was, she really shouldn't have been trying to move so fast. As a matter of fact, the sudden move made her dizzy. Joyce was eager to show off her body to the son she loved so much. She was eager to see the excitement in his eyes as he looked at her fat tits, sexy ass and hungry cunt.
Billy was just as entranced with his mother's body as she had hoped he would be. The way he was staring at her tits made them thrust out even more proudly. Her nipples throbbed against the material of her bra. One shake of her shoulders would be enough to cause her boobs to spill over the top of the tiny garment.
"I feel like I should be wearing some more clothes," Joyce teased, standing with her legs spread wide and her fists on the swells of her hips.
Billy was afraid his swollen cock was going to tear the front of his pants open. For as far back as he could remember, his mother had been the main object of his horny dreams. Suddenly she was standing before him, dressed as in his wildest fantasies.
Joyce saw Billy's eyes fly to the damp spot between her legs. Her cunt was overflowing, turning the crotch of her panties into a sopping mess. She could feel a thin, warm trickle of sex juices rolling down her inner thighs. Joyce knew that her son could smell the strong scent of her hungry pussy and she hoped the aroma would make his cock hard and hot.
"Please don't change, Mom," Billy finally said, forcing his words through dry lips. "You look just great, I really mean it. There's no reason to change into anything else."
Joyce liked the eagerness in her son's voice. She liked his sincere tone. Leaning her head back and closing her eyes, she took a deep swallow from her glass, immediately feeling the booze's soft glow spreading through her chest. Even though the air-conditioning kept the room nice and cool, beads of perspiration were forming on Joyce's brow.
"When you think about it," Joyce began, looking at her horny reflection in a large mirror hanging on the far wall of the room, "plenty of chic go out in the street with little more than this covering themselves."
Joyce was exaggerating. If any woman dared to go out in public dressed as she was at that moment, she would surely be either arrested or raped before she took more than ten steps down the street. Probably both!
"I guess young women of today are more up front about what they're looking for. When I was young, nobody acted like they act now. But that was a long time ago. Back in the stone age," Joyce laughed, polishing off the last of her drink.
"Don't say things like that, Mom," Billy said, coming to the defense of her beauty and sex appeal. "I ain't seen a girl prettier than you."
"Why thank you, darling," Joyce replied, honey dripping from each word. "That's a very nice thing to say to your mother, Billy. I could almost believe you, you sound so sweet."
"It's true, Mom. I'm not trying to put you on or anything. I've seen a lot of good-looking bitches, but none as good-looking as you."
Billy shocked himself when he realized what he had said. Surely he had gone too far, he thought. His mother was sure to get angry being called a bitch and all. Billy prayed that she was too drunk to hear what he had said.
But Joyce Lankin heard everything her son said. It seemed that her son was a lot more experienced than she had thought. It sounded like he knew a good piece of cunt when he laid eyes on one.
When Billy searched his mother's face for some reaction to what he had said, he found a horny grin spread across her twisted features. He could see her tits heaving and straining against the tiny black bra that she was wearing. The material dug into her firm flesh, making her boobs look even bigger and more inviting.
"You've been keeping your eyes open, haven't you, Billy baby?" Joyce said drunkenly, dropping her empty glass to the floor. "How do these stack up against the stuff on the street?" she asked, reaching up and cupping both tits in her hands.
The words caught in Billy's throat as he watched the tips of her fingers toying with the hard nipples outlined against the front of her bra. For the very first time in his life, Billy was getting a chance to stare openly at his mother's thrilling body. His mind hardly noticed the actions of his hands as he unzipped the front of his jeans and pulled out his hard cock.
"What do you think, baby?" Joyce asked again, her eyes focused between her son's legs as she caught sight of his fully erect cock.
Joyce's eyes went wide when she realized that his cock was even bigger than his old man's. Luckily her cunt was sopping wet to take the full thickness of his proud tool. She laughed out loud as she thought about wrapping her hungry lips around that shaft of prick meat, or feeling its swollen head exploding deep within her throat.
"You have beautiful breasts, Mom," Billy said, the fingers of his right hand tightening around his cock.
"Breasts!" Joyce roared with laughter. "First you call me a bitch, then you get all formal and call my fat tits breasts," she said, digging her fingers deeper into the ripe melons of her boobs.
The sound of dirty words coming from his mother's lips was a real turn-on. He finished his drink and placed the empty glass on a table beside the sofa. Then both hands were free to work away on his cock.
"I guess it's not fair to have you judge my tits without really being able to see them," Joyce said, ignoring the last compliment he had paid her marvelous body. "Would you like me to take my bra off, darling? All you have to do is ask, Billy. You can have anything you want, baby," she continued. "All you have to do is take what you want."
"Strip for me, Mom. Let me look at your tits and your ass and your curd!" Billy said excitedly, increasing the pace of his hard-working hands on his cock.
Responding to her son's eagerness, Joyce got a sudden inspiration. Turning slowly, careful not to fall off her high heels, she turned toward an elaborate stereo system, built into the bookcase at the far end of the room. She searched through the records until she found one that she knew Billy dug. Boosting the volume and bass controls, the room was filled with the wild throbbing of the country's latest rock group.
"So you'd like to see me strip, would you?" Joyce said, stepping back in front of the sofa. "Well sit back and enjoy it, darling," she told him, slowly beginning to roll her hips and ass in time with the music.
Billy's eyes began at his mother's thighs and slowly traveled up the length of her fantastic body. His eyes lingered on the firmness of her thighs and delved into the damp spot between her legs. By the time Billy turned his attention to Joyce's thrusting tits, she had already undone the clasp on the back of her bra. With both hands, she held the tiny garment to her tits. She was more than enjoying the firmness of her own touch on her firm boobs, but she was looking forward to the eagerness of Billy's hungry hands.
"Here, baby," Joyce announced, tossing the bra into a corner of the large room, "have yourself a nice long look!"
Billy didn't need another invitation to dig his old lady's wild boobs. The moment she took the bra off, her melons started bouncing and heaving with each breath. His mouth watered for a taste of those big tits.
Joyce couldn't take her eyes off the sight of Billy's prickhead poking its way through his fingers as he pumped himself off. She was hoping that her son would have enough self-control to refrain from shooting off into thin air. It would be such a waste of sweet cum, Joyce thought to herself.
Joyce danced like a bitch in heat, thrashing her arms and legs in all directions at once. Without her bra, her fat tits bounced happily. Her nipples were as hard as rocks and she could just imagine the feel of her son's soft mouth sucking away at the sensitive tips of her boobs.
"Now tell me what you think of these tits, baby," Joyce growled, holding her breasts out as she walked toward the sofa.
Billy couldn't speak. But the moment his mother was close enough, he charged off the couch, wrapped his arms around Joyce's back and sunk his teeth into the firm, hot flesh of her thrusting tits.
"Go, honey, go!" Joyce urged, massaging her fingers into the back of her son's neck. "That's it, baby. Suck Mommie's tits. Suck them nice and hard!"
The sound of Billy's mouth on Joyce's tits filled the room. He could feel the shocks of excitement shooting through her body as his hands moved lower on her back. Her muscles tensed as she felt the boy's fingers on the waistband of her panties. As he sucked away at the thrusting flesh of her tits, Billy's hands were busy rolling down his mother's panties.
Billy's fingers trembled as they brushed over the deep crack of Joyce's ass. He couldn't resist exploring the hidden recess, and he traced the full length of the crevice before coming to rest on the tight ring of her asshole.
Joyce held her breath as she felt her son's fingers playing with her asshole. Her surprise and admiration for his sexual skills continued to mount by the minute. She cursed herself for all the time wasted getting up the nerve to taste his sweet body.
Joyce stepped from her rolled-up panties when she felt Billy guiding the garment off. She felt his hands working up and down the expanse of her legs and thighs while his mouth remained glued to the throbbing nipple of her right tit.
Gently pressing down on Billy's shoulders, Joyce got her son to lower his lips to the more urgent quivering of her sopping curd. Aware of just what his mother wanted, the boy offered no resistance to her wishes.
Joyce could see that Billy was as delighted as his father would have been to have a clean shot at her pussy while she was still wearing her stockings. On his hands and knees before her, Joyce spread her legs even further apart. Without looking, she knew that a fresh stream of cunt juice was sliding down her inner thighs. She responded to the hungry lapping of her son's tongue as he cleaned up those juices.
"Come on, baby, let's really go to town!" Joyce announced, literally tossing herself down onto the sofa.
It was Billy's turn to be surprised by the suddenness of his mother's actions. One moment he was tasting the most wonderful cunt in the whole world and the next moment it was gone. When he opened his eyes, he saw Joyce on the sofa.
Joyce Lankin was a woman possessed. She slumped down into the leather sofa with her legs straight up in the air. She kept them held high and wide, letting the cool air in the room kiss her damp pussy. When she had Billy's full attention, she reached down between her legs and parted the full, throbbing lips of her cunt with her manicured fingertips.
Billy was motionless as he stood on his knees staring into the horny cunt of his mother. The warm, sweet taste of her pussy was still on his lips, and he could still taste her juices on the tip of his tongue.
"It's not nice to keep your mother waiting," Joyce said, humping her cunt up toward Billy as his eyes delved into her hot crotch.
The boy didn't need any other invitation. He dove between his mother's legs like a starving man finding food after two weeks of going hungry. His trembling fingers pulled her thighs further apart. His tongue found the hard, throbbing nub of her clitoris. Then, very gently, he wrapped his teeth around her clit and began sucking away.
Joyce was going out of her mind with lust. Billy was everything that she had hoped he would be, and even more. Responding to the loving of his skilled mouth, she lifted her entire ass off the couch, pushing his face deeper into her cunt.
"Yes, baby! Yes… yes… yes…" Joyce moaned, digging her sharp nails into his neck and shoulders.
Joyce pulled her back away from the sofa as she strained to watch her son sucking away at her pussy. The sight of Billy's head bouncing wildly between her thighs turned her on even more. She pounded her cunt against the boy's face again and again, each time bringing her lust to a greater level of intensity.
For Billy, his most wonderful dreams were coming true at that moment. No longer would he have to sneak looks at his mother's glorious body. No longer would he fall asleep pulling his cock while the images of Joyce's fat tits danced in his brain.
Tiny explosions burst in Joyce's head. She could feel the approach of a huge orgasm. An orgasm like she had never experienced before. Her entire body shook as she locked her legs around Billy neck even tighter.
But Joyce fought back her climax. She wanted to build up the flames burning within her. Summoning all the strength that she could, she unlocked her legs from around Billy's neck and pushed herself out of the reach of his hungry lips.
Billy couldn't understand what was happening. At first, he was afraid he had done something wrong. He searched her face for some answer as his fingers slid on the taut nylon covering her long, smooth legs. But her expression told him nothing. Her eyes were tightly shut and she was biting her lower lip.
Joyce climbed to her feet unsteadily. She nearly I fell several times, but managed to keep her balance on the high heels she wore. Crossing the room toward the staircase, she passed the bar. Preparing herself for a nice long night, she grabbed a bottle of Scotch for herself and a bottle of vodka for her son.
Billy remained motionless. He was afraid to move from his knees. In a flash, all his dreams had gone up in smoke, and he couldn't figure why. He turned his head as his eyes followed Joyce's staggering steps. His tongue licked the sweetness of her cunt from his lips as he watched her stop at the foot of the stairs and look back at him.
"Why don't you help your old mother upstairs, baby?" Joyce said, grinning like a wanton bitch in heat.
Billy was hypnotized by the sight of his mother standing across the room. She was naked except for her black stockings and high heels. This was the first time he had been able to really get a good look at his mother's fat tits. The sight of those ripe melons ready to be sucked made his cock almost explode.
"What the hell are you waiting for?" Joyce laughed. "Don't you want to fuck me?"
His mother's joke was enough to snap Billy out of his daze. It was fine thinking about sucking her tits, but a silly thing to do if it kept him from really working his mouth over her thrilling body. Not bothering to push his dick back into his pants, he struggled to his feet and headed straight for his mother. His stone-hard cock led the way, sticking straight out from the fly of his jeans.
Joyce couldn't resist the temptation of her son's fat cock. The moment he was within reach, she dropped the bottle she was holding and fell to her knees. She pressed Billy's prick against her right cheek as she wrapped her arms around his ass.
Billy was certainly not going to argue with his mother. He respected her. Working quickly, he undid the waistband of his jeans and pushed the coarse garment down his legs. With a quick step, he was out of the tangle. Though he felt just a little silly about still wearing his shoes and socks, he wasn't about to take the time to take them off.
Joyce moaned with lust as she rubbed her son's prick all over the smooth, hot skin of her face. When his burning cock brushed against her lips she began kissing and licking the thick shaft of flesh. She could feel the blood pounding in his veins as she reached between his legs to fondle her son's balls.
Billy's legs weakened beneath him as he responded to her eager hands playing with his balls. He clutched onto the banister to keep from falling. The room spun wildly as he felt the head of his cock sink into the steaming heat of Joyce's hungry mouth.
Joyce could feel her son struggling. She couldn't have been more pleased at the effect she was having on him. She held her lips open as far as she could, but taking the full girth of his cock was still difficult.
Billy allowed his mother to guide him until he was sitting down on the stairs. The thick rug on the steps tickled his ass while he thrilled to the feel of his cockhead pressed against the back of her throat. He sprawled out on the stairs as Joyce slaved away between his legs.
Joyce was delighted at how easily her son accepted her love. He treated the whole scene as the most natural thing in the world. Of course she felt the same way, but knew that more than a few people would look strangely at the way she showed her love for Billy, and at the way he responded.
When he felt Joyce's mouth working easily up and down the length of his stiff prick, he began pumping his cock upward to meet the bobbing of her head. Billy had no intention of letting his mother out from between his legs until he had shot a nice, thick load of cum down her throat.
Joyce enjoyed feeling the strength in Billy's legs as he wrapped them around her neck. The backs of his rough shoes dug into her soft skin but she didn't notice. His thighs trembled with excitement as he held them tight against the sides of her face.
As her saliva glistened against the red-hot skin of his prick, Joyce's fingers moved from Billy's balls to the crack of his ass. He squirmed to make it easier for her to reach his asshole.
"Oh mom!" Billy groaned, feeling her fingertips playing with the tight ring of his asshole. "That's really something!"
Joyce was careful not to hurt her son's sensitive asshole as she massaged it. The horny woman knew that she was taking her lover down roads he had never traveled before. Her cunt might not be the first one his prick ever exploded in, but she was sure that she could show the boy a new trick or two. So far, he had proven himself quite an able and fast-learning student.
Chills ran up and down Billy's spine as he felt his mother pressing her forefinger right up his ass. The sharp edge of her fingernail scratched his skin, but he didn't mind. Before he realized what had happened, Joyce had pushed her finger almost all the way into his asshole and was massaging the inside of his shit chute. Her skilled touch made his hips slam his cock into her face even harder.
Each thrust of her son's hips brought her own climax closer and closer. Her cuntlips throbbed between her legs as she sucked away on Billy's cock. When she felt him forcing his prickhead down her throat, she couldn't hold out any longer. Her climax came over her in one great wave.
Billy sensed his mother's orgasm. He thrilled to the tightening of her mouth on his shaft. Her fingers pumped in and out of his asshole, adding fuel to the flames of lust burning in the pit of his stomach.
With one great heave of his hips, Billy's cock exploded, shooting his load straight down into her churning belly. Emotions flooded his mind like a sudden thunderstorm. He responded to the urgings of her mouth, letting the seemingly endless flow of jism burst from the tip of his cock.
Joyce couldn't suck hard enough to get all of her son's cum. The thick cream overflowed her lips, running in a thin stream down her chin. Several drops landed on her naked tits and she loved the feeling. Her boy-lover's cum was delicious. The hot juices warmed her entire body.
"Take it, Mom, Take it all!" Billy screamed, slamming his whole body against Joyce's face.
A few of Billy's girl friends had sucked him off, but none of them did it like his mother. She seemed to draw the jism from his balls. Even when he felt totally exhausted, she was able to bring forth another steaming load. And not one of his friends had actually swallowed his cum. The one girl who had taken it in her mouth promptly spit it out right after he was finished dumping his load.
But Joyce was very different. It was obvious that she loved the taste of his jism. She couldn't get enough of his hot cum. She loved the feel of his jism spilling over her lips and down her body.
The steps were hard against Billy's ass and back, but he didn't notice. The only thing on his mind was how far he was able to ram his prick down his mother's throat. She was careful not to dig her teeth into the burning skin of his shaft as she sucked away on the boy's proud tool.
As Joyce drew out the last drops of cum from Billy's exhausted dick, her fingers reached down between her own legs and sought out the hard throbbing nub of her clitoris. With one hand still working deep in the crack of Billy's ass, she began pumping the shit out of her cunt with the other.
Joyce brought herself to the very edge of her orgasm easily, and found it most difficult to deny herself the crushing full force of her lusts and emotions. She could feel her juices running down her fingers. Her hips and ass responded in tempo with her probing hand.
Billy was nearly unconscious as the last of his load dribbled from the tip of his cock into his mother's mouth. As his limp tool slipped from between her lips, he felt her slowly remove her finger from deep within the tight heat of his shit chute.
Joyce fell back from between Billy's legs, landing heavily on the floor at the foot of the staircase. As her son looked on, she spread her thighs wide and went to work on her cunt with both hands. Billy had a front-row seat as she quickly brought on her first full orgasm of afternoon.
By the time Joyce was finished, Billy's cock was as hard as a steel rod and ready for a real go at his mother's cunt. He was horny enough to fuck her right then and there on the floor, but she had something else in mind. The weekend was just starting there was plenty of time.
Clutching the bottles of booze that she had taken from the living room, Joyce stumbled up the stairs toward the bedroom. Without looking over her shoulder, she knew where her son's eyes were focused. She could feel the heat of his gaze on the naked fullness of her ass.
Billy didn't need any more of an invitation than the swaying of his mother's ass. His cock throbbed with new excitement as he thought about slamming his prick up her asshole. He shuddered at the thought of her tight ass sucking the boiling cum from his aching balls.
"What the hell are you waiting for?" Joyce laughed, looking down at Billy from the top of the stairs. "Come and get it!" she slurred drunkenly.
Joyce could read her son's thoughts. She could see the perverted flames that danced in Billy's eyes. His cock was fully erect as he struggled to his feet and made it up the shirt. By the time he reached the doorway to her bedroom, she had made herself ready for him.
Joyce was lying on her back on the bed, holding her legs up in the air and spread wide open. Her cunt oozed hot cream from between its swollen lips and she was pouring Scotch down her throat. Pillows held her back high and her thrusting tits tumbled out toward him.
Billy didn't know where to look first. Joyce was displaying the fullness of her body to him, and inviting his careful examination. She moved smoothly, showing him different angles of her lush figure. She watched the bulbous head of his prick swell with excitement and desire.
The sight of his mother's naked cunt was more than Billy could stand. He had to fuck her. He had to feel his prick sinking into the steaming heat of her belly. He knew her twat lips would tighten around the thickness of his shaft, urging the hot cum from his balls.
"Come here, baby. Have a drink," Joyce said, pushing her crotch out toward him.
As Billy walked toward the bed, his swollen cock led the way. He could feel the blood pumping through his tool, puffing out the vein that ran the length of his dick. Each step made his sensitive balls ache even more.
Standing beside the bed, Billy bent forward and took the vodka bottle from beside his mother's squirming body. He stood close enough for her to wrap her fingers around the shaft of his prick. As he leaned his head back to take a deep swallow of vodka, Billy's balls were treated to the soft kisses of Joyce's adoring mouth. He spread his legs, making it easier for his mother to pay homage to his balls.
As good a cocksucker as Joyce was, Billy didn't want to shoot his next load down her throat. He wanted the thrill of his prick exploding deep within her body. Screwing the top back on the vodka bottle, he placed it on the table beside the bed and climbed on top of his mother.
Joyce was delighted with her son's aggressive behavior. When he settled down on top of her, she was thrilled to take his prick between the fat mounds of her tits. As she pressed her tits tight around his cock, he began pumping his hips back and forth.
Billy still had thoughts of Joyce's tight asshole in the back of his mind. As he felt the nearness of his orgasm, he pulled himself out of the grasp of her tits. Rolling beside her, he took hold of her shoulder and pushed her over onto her stomach.
Billy was showing a dominant side of his personality that he had never shown before. Joyce found her entire body responding to his rough handling. They both knew that her body was his to do with as he wished.
Joyce caught her breath as she felt her son's strong hands pulling open the cheeks of her ass.
The cool air felt good on the steaming entrance of her asshole. Billy wasn't quite sure where to begin so he just rammed a finger right up her hole.
Joyce's fingers dug into the mattress when she felt Billy's finger tearing deep into her bowels. She squirmed beneath his touch. A deep growl of satisfaction escaped her lips as she bucked her ass back against Billy's hand.
"That feels great, baby," Joyce grunted, rolling her fat ass in great circles as she worked her asshole up and down the length of his finger.
"You feel hot as an oven, Mom!" Billy laughed, shoving his finger into her ass extra hard.
"It seems a shame to let all that heat go to waste on your finger, honey. Do you know what I mean?" she asked, smiling lewdly as she looked over her shoulder.
Billy knew exactly what his mother meant. He was intent on making every fantasy come true and she was doing all she could to help. Fucking her asshole was his idea of a good time.
"Why don't you shove that hot dick of yours up there?" Joyce continued, wiggling her ass hard against Billy's strong hand.
Joyce climbed up onto her hands and knees, pushing her ass up into the air as she posed for her son. She kept the side of her face pressed into the sheets as she arched her back invitingly. She was sure he wouldn't be able to resist her in that position.
And Joyce was right! Her son couldn't resist the tempting display that she was putting on for his benefit. His hands were all over her, playing with her tits, ass and cunt. She laughed wildly at the eagerness of his touch.
Billy loved touching his mother's body, but his attention was still focused on her ass. He was ready to shoot his load up there. Climbing onto his knees, he positioned himself behind her, his hard cock leaning against the crack of her ass.
Joyce reached back and grabbed Billy's dick in her strong fingers. Snuggling back against him, she pressed the burning head of his cock to the ring of her asshole. Flexing muscles deep in her asscheeks, her hole pressed kisses against his sensitive prickhead.
Joyce's asshole was still loose from the rough handling that Billy had treated it to. As she humped back toward him, the boy slammed his hips forward, forcing the head of his prick into the tight hole.
Billy's dick certainly wasn't the first that she had taken up her asshole. Joyce was well versed in the art of being ass-fucked. She knew just how to let her body suck away on the thickness of his horny cock. Muscles hidden deep in her asscheeks tightened around him, drawing the cum from his balls.
As he worked his cock deeper and deeper, Billy fell forward, resting the top half of his body on his mother's back. Reaching around her body, he sunk his strong fingers into the mounds of her tits. He found the hard nubs of her nipples and rolled them between his fingertips.
With a deep groan, Billy pushed half his erect cock up Joyce's asshole. He felt the blunt tip of his tool spreading the narrow passageway. He didn't give a moment's thought to the pain he was causing as he forced even more of his hot cock into his mother's tight shit chute.
"Move that ass of yours, bitch!" Billy screamed, digging his hands into Joyce's tits even harder. "Fuck back on my cock!" he ordered, thrusting his prick into the deepest recesses of her horny body.
Joyce could think of nothing except her son's pleasure and how she could satisfy him. She took his orders like a slave, pouring every ounce of her strength into carrying them out. She threw her whole body back against the charging assault of Billy's cock, sucking up the full length of his dick.
Joyce and Billy's bodies heaved in time with each other, bringing the boy and his mother closer and closer to their orgasms. Their grunts and groans filled the large bedroom, echoing in the silence.
Billy's shirt hung around his shoulders like a wet rag. The garment was soaked with his sweat, clinging to his athletic figure. His hard nipples were visible outlined against the thin material of his shirt.
Joyce had kicked off her high heels before climbing into bed, and her stockings were torn from her little episode at the foot of the stairs. She was sure her makeup had run and didn't need a mirror to know that she looked like a bitch straight out of hell.
All thought escaped Joyce's mind as Billy's prick slammed all the way into her ass and erupted. She could feel the spurting load splashing against the walls of her asshole. Her muscles tightened, struggling to suck every last drop of jism from her son's burning cock.
Billy had never imagined anything as wonderful as his mother's body. He could feel her ass sucking his prick, making him come like he had never come before. All the strength was drained from his body and he lay slumped over Joyce's back as he continued to shoot loads of jism deep into her asshole.
When he was finally through, Billy rolled off his mother's body, falling heavily beside her. His eyes were locked closed as he savored the last throes of his climax. He also needed a moment to catch his breath. A fucking like that took a lot out of a guy, he thought to himself.
Joyce had really gotten her brains fucked out, and it took her a little time to figure out where the hell she was. Her pleasures were well mixed with aches and pains, and she was a little afraid of moving. She felt as though she had been fucked by a horse.
But Joyce soon came around. She remembered her son lying beside her. Pulling herself together, she crawled over the bed until her face was over Billy's crotch. The smell of their fucking filled her nostrils, assaulting her senses. Holding her breath, she pushed her mouth down onto the boy's limp prick.
Billy just relaxed and allowed his mother to clean off his spent dick. After all, it was her asshole that he had shot off in, he thought to himself. It was only right that she should clean his cock off when they were done.



CHAPTER TWO


By the time their weekend together was over, Joyce and Billy had fucked every way imaginable. Her cunt, throat and asshole were well lined with his cum. Several bruises showed on her smooth skin from times when Billy had lost control. Those had been the times that she had become frightened.
But along with her fears, Joyce couldn't deny that her body had responded to her son's rough handling. She had never realized how delightful the passive role in sex could be. Billy's father had always enjoyed slamming her around a little, and she could see that his son had picked up this trait.
On Monday morning, Billy woke her up by shoving his cock up her asshole. Without so much as a good-morning kiss he dumped two loads deep in her bowels. With a quick slap on her right asscheeks, the stud climbed off her body and out of bed. He sauntered toward his own room to get dressed for school. Joyce made a mental note to make space in her closets for his things. After all, she didn't think he would be spending much time in his own room any more.
Random scenes from the weekend flashed through Joyce's mind as she listened to the distant sound of Billy's shower. If she had been able to summon up the strength, she would have headed straight for the bathroom and the prick that she knew hung between his legs.
Thinking of her son's cock, Joyce fell off to sleep for a few minutes. She awoke to the sound of his voice calling from across the room. Through half-opened eyes she saw him standing in the doorway, fully dressed.
"I have to leave for school, Mom," he said, glancing down at his watch. "I'll be home nice and early," he added, letting his gaze explore her naked, fucked-out cunt.
When Joyce saw where her son was looking, she opened her legs nice and wide. With his full attention focused on her dripping pussy, she reached between her thighs and rubbed her fingers hard against her clit.
The last thing that Billy wanted to do at that moment was to leave his horny mother hungry for his body. But he knew he couldn't be late for class that day. An important test was being given in his second-period English class. Missing that exam would really land his ass in a sling.
"I gotta go, Mom," Billy said.
Joyce was a little disappointed when she heard Billy's foot-steps on the stairs. In another moment she heard the front door slam closed behind him as he left. Billy was a good student and his mother understood. His level-headedness was reassuring.
Billy couldn't shake the image of his mother lying on her bed naked, fingering her sopping cunt. No matter how hard he tried, he couldn't clear his mind. That English test was important, and he certainly hadn't had much of a chance to study during the weekend. Billy knew that he was in for a rough time.
Karen Forbes was used to the hot looks that her students lavished on her lush body. As a matter of fact, she damn well enjoyed them. Sometimes she would leave an extra button open on her blouse, knowing that every bastard would bust his ass trying to grab a look at her tits.
Karen noticed a slight change in Billy's behavior that day. She had chosen a particularly tight-fitting dress with a short hem and a plunging neckline. But Billy, usually her most attentive student, wasn't giving her ass a second look.
As he had expected, Miss Forbes' test was a real pisser. He had to fake his way through a lot of the questions and he was hoping that he could carry it off. He was doing well in her class up until that point, and he didn't want to start fucking things up.
"How'd it go?" Betty Miller asked, catching Billy on his way to his next class.
"I don't know. A couple of those questions really threw me for a loop," he replied, ignoring the heave of his girl friend's thrusting boobs.
"You must have been studying real hard," Betty said, sounding slightly peeved. "I expected you to give me a call over the weekend. By the way, you look a little sunk in. You must be studying a little too hard."
That was the first thought he had given to his promise to call her. They had been fucking for the past few months, and her wild body turned him on. Betty was the first chick that he had even gone to bed with on a steady basis, and she was also his first lay with any experience.
Betty Miller had been around plenty considering she was only eighteen. Her mature, full body made it easy for her to pass for twenty-one or twenty-five. Few eyes looked at anything but her big book when she was in the room.
Betty didn't like the idea that Billy had forgotten to call her.
"I guess you had a lot of things on your mind and just forgot to call," Betty continued, sounding even more annoyed.
Betty was afraid that she was losing her hold on Billy. As she stood before him, she made a special effort to push her tits out toward him. She could feel her nipples hard against the thin material of her blouse.
"Say, listen," Billy began. "I'm sorry about not calling. I was snowed under with things to do around the house this weekend. I just didn't have a chance to give you a ring."
Betty liked the way Billy was staring at her boobs as he spoke. She stepped forward, pressing her right thigh to the bulge in the front of his skin-tight jeans. She began to slowly rub her leg against his growing hard-on, smiling at the intimacy they were sharing in the middle of the crowded hallway.
"As long as you're sorry, sweetheart," she cooed, knowing full well the reaction she was causing. "I'll let you make it up to me," she added, laughing sexily at the true meaning of her words.
"Just say when," Billy replied, pushing his cock hard against her hot thigh.
His weekend with Joyce had really wised him up to the score. For the first time, he wasn't at Betty's mercy. He felt strong and in control of the situation. He knew that she was no better than his mother, a bitch in heat!
"Don't keep me waiting, baby," Betty replied. "How about tonight?"
For a split-second, Billy wondered what his mother would say if he brought his cum-sucking girl friend home. What could she say? he thought to himself. He was the boss around his house and had proved it all weekend long.
"Tonight sounds great," Billy replied, a wide grin spreading across his face. "I'll pick you up around eight."
"See you later, baby," Betty said, reaching down between Billy's legs and giving his cock a good feel.
Billy watched Betty wiggling her ass as she walked down the nearly empty corridor. He couldn't wait to show her some of the new things his mother had taught him. He wondered whether or not she had a virgin asshole. He laughed to himself as he thought about slamming his way into her tight shit chute. If she tried to yell he would just ram his cock down her throat until she shut the hell up.
That evening's plans tilled his mind for the rest of the day. He went from class to class in a daze, hardly noticing anything that was said to him. His cock was sticking out like a flagpole and he had to use his books to cover himself.
Billy went straight home after school. His cock was bloated and he needed a good sucking. He could feel the cum boiling in his balls. He unlocked the front door and stepped into the coolness of the living room.
"Mom? Mom?" he called out, dropping his books onto a small table beside the door.
Joyce wasn't home. He silently cursed as he picked up the short note that she had left for him on the kitchen table. His mother had gone to the store but would be home soon, the note said. He crumpled the piece of paper and tossed it into a basket beside the sink.
Billy was pissed. He had come home all ready to have his cock sucked and his mother wasn't home to take care of his needs. He silently promised to make her pay for his having to wait. And Billy knew he could think up some delightful ways to make her pay!
Billy strode to the bar and fixed himself a nice, tall drink. He was beginning to really dig booze, though grass and pills were a little more his style. The boy had wished that he had been able to get his hands on some high-powered stuff for his weekend with Joyce.
Before Billy realized what was happening, the vodka had gone right to his head. His body was still overheated from the long walk home from school and the iced drink really felt cool and refreshing. Without thinking, he poured himself another tall glass and sauntered back to the sofa.
Billy decided to relax until Joyce returned, enjoying the cool air, as he took great gulps from his drink. After a few minutes, he rose and headed for the elaborate stereo set built into the bookcase, leaving his empty glass behind. The loud record he put on blared through the speakers as the boy fixed himself another stiff drink.
By the time Joyce returned, Billy was blind drunk. He had a sloppy grin on his face as she walked through the living room to the kitchen. Her arms were loaded down with bags and she would have been able to use some help.
"Why don't you give your old mom a hand?" Joyce asked, dropping her purse onto the table beside the door.
"I could have used a good mouth when I got home," Billy replied drunkenly, his voice laced with anger. "You sure weren't around to help me," he continued, spreading his legs open and grabbing his cock.
Joyce knew that something was wrong. The booze had turned her sweet son into a mean bastard. She knew that she had to say something, but couldn't imagine what. After all, she did feel terrible about not being around when he needed her. With a big load throbbing in his cock and no hungry mouth to shoot off in, Joyce could see why he was angry.
"Well, bitch?" Billy pressed, struggling to his feet.
"Honey, I'm sorry. If I knew."
Joyce just stood there, her soft, beautiful eyes pleading for understanding. The bags were heavy and she wanted to put them down but didn't dare move. Billy was pissed-off enough and there was certainly no reason to get him even more annoyed.
The excitement of the moment was having another effect on Joyce. Something that she could feel in the depths of her cunt. Something that made her tits heave and her nipples grow as hard as ripe cherries.
Joyce was turned-on and she couldn't deny it. The masculine tone of his voice sent a chill racing up her spine. As he walked toward her she looked between his legs. The bulge his cock made in the front of his jeans was more than obvious.
"Why don't you just let me put these things down, sweetheart?" Joyce asked, keeping her eyes trained on Billy's crotch.
But Billy had other things planned for that evening. He was also enjoying the cat-and-mouse game that he and his mother were playing. It was obvious that she wanted to please him. His cock throbbed in the warmth of Joyce's gaze.
"Well I'm going out for a while," Billy announced, turning away from his mother and toward the door.
Joyce was shocked. She watched Billy leaving her without saying a word. Her breath caught in her throat and she felt her cunt twitching. Joyce wanted her son's body. She wanted to suck on his prick for hours, to feel the thickness of his hot cum filling her mouth.
But he was leaving her!
Billy enjoyed the pain that showed in Joyce's face. He could tell that she was good and horny and that's the way he liked her. If she had been home earlier she would have been rewarded with his big dick, but it was too late. He knew he could wait until later. As a matter of fact, he had decided that he wanted to be up to full strength for Betty. He had a lot of new tricks to show his hot-bitch girl friend.
"Listen, Mom," Billy said, stopping by the front door. "I'll be back in a couple of hours. Okay?"
Billy's voice was suddenly softer. The sting of his walking out was a little offset by the loving look in his eyes. Joyce knew that she would have to wait, but didn't really mind. Not if that's what her son wanted of her.
"Sure, honey," she finally said, resigned to the fact that she wasn't going to feel his hard cock pumping up into her cunt for a little while longer.
Once Billy walked through the door, Joyce rushed into the kitchen, dumped the bags on the table and headed for the bar. She needed a stiff belt to calm herself down. As usual, Scotch was the order of the day.
For the next two hours, Joyce got the house and herself ready for Billy's return. She had made him angry once and didn't intend to make the same error twice. Though it was still early, she got dinner ready. When her son got home, she didn't want to have to bother with it. She had bought them two big steaks and prepared a delicious salad. Later, she would only have to light the oven and toss the steaks into the broiler. It would allow her more time to spend with Billy.
After taking care of the food, Joyce took a nice, long bath. The water was laced with expensive bath oils and perfumes. She knew her skin would turn Billy on. As she relaxed in the hot tub, she thought about what she would wear that night.
After leaving, Billy had bullshitted with the guys down by the school field before giving Betty a call. He liked the idea that she was waiting by the phone. She picked it up on the first ring.
Betty's voice was cool and sweet. She was glad that he hadn't forgotten about their date. She needed a good taste of his hard, young body. Her cunt throbbed to feel him stuffing his hot prick deep into it.
"My folks are home, baby," Betty told him. "We'll have to find someplace else."
"Don't worry about that," Billy smirked. "I've got something special set up for tonight."
"Sounds wild, Billy," Betty eagerly replied. "What's up?"
"No, baby. This is going to be a surprise," Billy told his girl friend. "But I will tell you this. It'll make up for me not calling you on the weekend."
"What the hell are we doing wasting time on the phone?" Betty laughed. "Get the hell over here!"
"I'll see you in about ten minutes," Billy said.
Billy enjoyed the walk to Betty's house. The sun had already gone down and it was starting to cool off. The air was clean and sweet-smelling. The walk gave him a chance to imagine the scene that was going to unfold that night. His thoughts ran wild as he turned over all the possibilities in his hand.
Betty was waiting for Billy in front of her house. Her parents were a bore and she didn't want Billy to get one of their usual third degrees. She had lost more than one good piece of cock because of her nosy old man. And her mother was worse. Betty was sure that the old bitch was jealous!
"Still not going to tell me anything?" Betty asked, wrapping her arm in Billy's as they walked down the street.
Betty had a great body and she made sure Billy noticed it. As they walked, she pressed her big, braless tit hard against the top of his arm. She was sure he could feel her hard nipple through the thin material of his T-shirt.
"I'm going to take you to meet my mother," Billy said, trying hard to act very straight.
"What?" Betty said, stopping dead in her tracks. "You're taking me where?"
"You heard me right, baby. This seems like a good night for you to meet Mom," he replied, having a hell of a time not laughing.
"Sounds like a lot of laughs," Betty said sarcastically. "We can all sit around playing Scrabble."
Billy was having a good time. He liked the idea of surprising Betty, leading her on without giving away the secret. There was no doubt in Billy's mind that his girl friend and his mother would get along just fine. They were both horny bitches and he had enough hard cock to satisfy the two of them.
Betty could see the glimmer of excitement in Billy's eyes and knew that he was holding back on her. But she decided that she liked the idea of being surprised. She had never met Mrs. Lankin and was more than a little curious about the woman. One thing she knew for sure. Betty had one hell of a night in store for herself.
Joyce nervously checked the time on the kitchen clock. Two and a half hours had gone by and she was getting just a little impatient for her son's return. She strode over to the hallway closet and pulled the door open. She gave herself a good looking over in the mirror hanging on the inside of the door. She was more than happy with her appearance.
Joyce was wearing a tight black party dress. The garment featured a neckline that plunged to her waist and a hem that hardly covered her hungry cunt. Dark stockings clung to every curve of her legs and thighs and high heels graced her delicate feet.
As usual, Joyce was a little unsteady on her feet from all the booze that she had drunk in the last hour. She almost didn't hear the key in the door when Billy returned. She turned to meet him, a wide, lewd smile curling up the corners of her mouth.
Betty was nervous as hell as she allowed Billy to usher her into the dark foyer. She could feel his hand on her waist slip down to the top curve of her right asscheek. She didn't think it was a good idea to meet Billy's mother with his finger shoved up her asshole.
Joyce was shocked when she saw Betty beside her son, standing in the doorway. Her vision was blurred by the booze she had consumed, but the sexy tilt of Betty's full, rounded hips was clear through the haze.
Billy instantly grasped the situation and took over. He knew he was boss. Neither Joyce nor Betty dared challenge him. With a triumphant smile spread across his face, he wrapped an arm around his girl's soft, hot body and led her into the living room.
The half-full glass almost slipped from Joyce's trembling fingers as she watched the two teenagers moving closer. She was still having one hell of a time focusing her eyes and decided to have another good belt of Scotch.
"This is my mom," Billy said proudly. "And Mom," he continued, turning toward his speechless mother, "this is Betty."
Betty was almost knocked on her ass by the sight of Billy's old lady. Never in her wildest dreams could she have imagined Joyce Lankin as she saw her on the couch at that moment. The woman was one nice piece of ass and looked as horny as hell. She was obviously drunk out of her mind to boot.
Joyce didn't know what to say or do. She felt naked. The hem of her skirt had bunched up around her waist. She couldn't control the trembling of her tits as the plunging neckline of her dress revealed their thrusting fullness.
"Please to meet you, Mom," Betty laughed, her eyes traveling up and down the length of Joyce's legs.
Joyce squirmed on the couch, tugging at the hem of her skirt as she tried to cover part of her exposed ass. She wished that she could cover her half-naked tits.
"Billy never told me about you," the bold teenager said, reaching out and wrapping her fingers around one of Joyce's wrists. "I'm gad he finally decided to introduce us," she added, flashing her boy friend a wide, lewd smile.
When Betty grabbed her hand, Joyce realized that all was lost. There was no need to even try to retain some modesty. The wild look in Betty's eyes told her that she would have two masters that night.
Billy could see the excitement passing between Betty and his mother and it turned him on. He had heard stories about his girl friend and other chicks whispered in the locker rooms. His cock was growing harder by the second as he watched Betty slide down onto the sofa beside his mother. He watched her wrap a slender arm around Joyce's bare shoulders.
The blood pounded in Joyce's brain as she felt the hot swells of Betty's tits pressing against her. She could feel the girl's strong fingers massaging into her shoulder.
Betty could feel Joyce's entire body trembling in her arms. She bent forward and pressed a warm, moist kiss to the side of the older woman's neck. Her hand slipped from Joyce's shoulder to the top of her big tit.
Chills raced through Joyce's bloodstream as Betty's fingertips toyed with her throbbing nipples. She could feel the sharp edges of the girl's fingernails against her sensitive flesh.
In another moment, Betty's lips replaced her fingers. She caught Joyce's right nipple gently between her teeth and whipped the rough underside of her tongue across the throbbing nub. Her mouth made a loud, wet sound as she tasted Billy's mother.
Joyce was quickly becoming lost to the world. She had no idea how wonderful a woman's mouth could feel. It was obvious that Betty was no amateur when it came to turning another girl on. She knew just what to do.
Betty lifted her face from Joyce's tits and smiled lewdly at the woman's son. Her eyes moved lower on his body and caught sight of the fat bulge between his legs. Billy had pulled his zipper down and let his fat cock flop out. His prick was almost fully erect and its size made Betty's mouth water.
"What the fuck are you doing all the way over there?" Betty asked, not taking her eyes off the thickness of his dick. "Bring that yummy hunk of meat the hell over here," she continued, turning her attentions back toward the boy's mother.
As Billy walked toward the couch, his cock pointing the way, Betty pushed herself away from Joyce. The teenager's skirt was bunched up around her waist and her flowing cunt strained the crotch piece of her black bikini panties.
"Come here, baby," Betty hissed, reaching between her legs and pulling her thighs wide. "Your big-titted old lady really put me in the mood for a good cunt-sucking."
Joyce's eyes went wide as she stared at Billy's prick moving closer and closer. She could imagine its width stretching her lips as she struggled to take it deep into her hungry throat. She longed for the thick, hot taste of his jism.
And Joyce had no intention of letting that hot bitch have the first load from her son's dick. Even though Billy was heading straight for Betty, Joyce lunged forward and slammed his swollen cock down her throat. Before anyone knew what was happening, she was moving her drooling lips up and down the full length of her son's hard-as-a-rock cock.
Billy let out a howl of delight as he stood towering over his mother while she madly sucked him off. The eagerness of her mouth brought his dick to full attention. He could feel the cum starting to boil in his balls.
Betty was shocked at the suddenness of Joyce's actions. The older woman moved with the speed of a cat as she threw herself down between Billy's legs. The vision of the boy's massive cock was hidden by Joyce's bobbing head.
But Betty had sized up the situation in the Lankin household the minute she walked into the room that evening, and she knew that she was in the driver's seat. All she had to do was show Joyce that she knew the score. Reaching forward, she twisted her fingers into the older woman's thick hair. The muscles in her arm tightened and she yanked back.
Joyce thought she heard her neck snap as Betty tore her head out from between Billy's legs. The boy's cock made a popping noise as it came from between her sucking lips. She hadn't noticed that the top of her dress had slipped, exposing the fullness of her naked tits.
"If you're so hot to suck, baby," Betty grunted, twisting Joyce's head around and pulling the woman's face into the steaming heat of her crotch, "here's something you can really sink that hungry mouth of yours into!"
Betty pulled Joyce's face between her legs as she shoved her throbbing cunt up to meet the older woman's lips. Just the sheerness of the teenager's panties separated their moist flesh.
Joyce's lips found the hardness of the girl's clitoris and began to gently suck on it. She could taste the girl's pussy juice and it made her tits tremble. Betty's cunt tasted even better than she could ever have imagined.
"Wait a minute, slut!" Billy screamed, the cool air chilling his saliva-coated prick. "Get that mouth of yours over here!"
This time it was Billy's turn to dig his fingers into the softness of Joyce's hair and yank her head back. His mother's mouth had felt marvelous on his dick and he wanted it back there where he thought it damn well belonged.
Billy almost tore Joyce's hair out by the roots in his haste to get her slaving mouth back down over his cock. Tears of pain filled her eyes but her son couldn't have given less of a damn. The only thing that mattered was the throbbing in his cum-filled cock and balls.
Joyce couldn't believe what was happening. These two beautiful, hungry animals were fighting over her body. It was the most thrilling moment of her life. The skin on her face burned as first Billy's pubic hair then Betty's rubbed across it. Her entire body was like a limp dishrag as she was dragged from one body to the other.
"Hey, lover," Betty pouted, "you've got this hunk of bitch around all the time. Let me have a taste of her hard-working mouth."
"Oh what the fuck," Billy replied, loosening his hold on Joyce's head. "Go ahead."
Betty didn't need another invitation. She grabbed Joyce and had her safely tucked away between her legs before any of them could bat an eyes. She reached down to the crotch of her panties and pulled the material out of the way. She wanted nothing between her overflowing cunt and Joyce's hard-sucking mouth.
Billy intended to give Betty his mother's mouth, but keep the rest of her wild body for himself. As the two horny bitches toppled over onto the sofa, Billy bent forward and began tearing his mother's dress off her back. Actually, there wasn't that much material to get rid of. In a few moments, the garment's tattered remains lay discarded, tossed into a far corner of the room.
Joyce helped her son all she could, but kept her main attentions directed toward the churning heat of Betty's pussy. She pushed her tongue deep into the girl's cunt, licking the inner walls as she swallowed a mouthful of her love juices.
"Look at this bitch's body," Billy called out proudly, sinking his strong fingers deep into the firm flesh of Joyce's ass. "Some piece of ass, huh?"
"You can say that again, honey!" Betty replied, lifting her legs and wrapping them around Joyce's neck.
Joyce was soon dressed only in her black stockings and high heels. Her naked ass waved in the air, its deep crack inviting Billy's hard prick. She enjoyed the feel of his powerful fingers digging into her trembling asscheeks.
With his eyes focused on his mother's wild ass, Billy's lingers tore at the front of his pants. In a few moments, his jeans hung around his ankles while he tossed his shirt into a far corner of the room. Joyce's body was there for the fucking, and he intended to get himself a piece.
Joyce was too busy with Betty's cunt to notice what her son was doing. She had her hungry lips pressed tight to the sopping wetness of the teenager's twat while she pushed the tip of her tongue into the deepest recesses of her body. She ignored Betty's stray pubic hairs that got caught between her teeth as she slurped up her very first cunt.
Naked, Billy positioned himself behind his mother, resting the swollen head of his prick against the deep crack of her ass. His balls ached as the cum boiled within them. For a moment he thought about lubricating his mother's asshole, then decided that he was in too much of a rush to concern himself with her comfort. Grabbing hold of her hips, he slammed the lower portion of his body forward, forcing the head of his prick into the pink, puckered ring of her asshole.
Joyce's scream was muffled by the damp flesh of Betty's cunt. The pain of her son's thrusting dick almost made her faint. It was obvious that her ass hadn't a chance to heal from the rough treatment that it had received the previous weekend.
Betty laughed hysterically as she watched Billy slamming his cock into his mother's shit chute. She kept her legs wrapped tightly around the older woman's neck, making it impossible for her to move out of the path of the boy's raging cock.
Billy's first thrust had only forced half his cock into Joyce's body. The thick base of his shaft still remained to feel the burning tightness of his old lady's asshole. His balls bounced against the firm, round mounds of her asscheeks as he drove his cock deeper and deeper.
Betty could feel the nearness of her orgasm, and began pounding her pussy harder and harder against Joyce's slaving mouth. The muscles in her legs tightened with her approaching orgasm, crushing Joyce's head between her thighs.
Pain mixed with pleasure in Joyce's mind. Her passions exploded like fireworks. Each climax was followed by another even more intense experience. She could feel the perspiration pouring from her skin even though the air-conditioning kept the room nice and cool.
With the full length of his prick sunk deep into Joyce's ass, Billy let the full weight of his body rest on his mother's back. He could feel muscles hidden deep within her asscheeks lock around his throbbing shaft, sucking the jism from his balls.
When he felt the first spurts of cum shoot from the tip of his prick, new strength filled Billy's body. His backbone went rigid, his fingers dug harder into Joyce's lush hips. His hips pumped forward over and over again. Each thrust drove him madder and madder until only his orgasm filled his mind and soul.
The room was alive with the sounds of their fucking and sucking. Their three bodies became one mass of lusting flesh as they each strived for the highest level of ecstasy.
When it was all over, Betty loosened her legs from around Joyce's neck, allowing the older woman to fall into an exhausted heap on the floor. Billy's limp prick still remained tightly embedded in her steaming asshole as he lay heavily on top of his mother's motionless body.
It took a long time for Betty to catch her breath. Every muscle in her body had been drained by the best sucking session of her young but experienced life. Summoning up all the strength she could muster, Betty climbed to her feet. Unsteadily, she climbed over the entwined bodies of Joyce and her son and made her way to the bar and fixed herself a good, strong drink.
Feeling Joyce's body squirming beneath him, Billy rolled off to the side of his mother. His cock came out of her asshole with a soft, wet "pop". His limp dick shimmered in the dim light with its coating of cum as it rested on the thick carpet. Looking over his shoulder, he watched Betty on the other side of the room. Her skirt was still bunched up around her waist, displaying the sweetness of her sopping cunt.
Placing her glass back onto the bar, Betty quickly stripped off the rest of her sweat-soaked clothing. The night was still young and she didn't want her clothes to get in the way. Once she was naked, she grabbed her glass and moved back toward the sofa.
By this time, Joyce was able to regain a small part of her composure. Her body ached from the sound ass-fucking that her son had treated her to. She rolled onto her side, resting her weight on one elbow. She watched Betty slowly moving toward her, the swollen melons of the teenager's tits holding her attention hypnotically as they swayed heavily from side to side.
Betty could feel the heat of Joyce's stare on her naked body and it made her nipples as hard as ripe cherries ready to be picked. New tremors of lust shot through her as she saw the life returning to Billy's prick. Joyce's wonderful cunt-sucking had really put the teenager in the mood for a good fucking. And she knew from past experience that Billy had more than enough staying power to take good care of her needs.
A warm smile spread across Billy's face as Betty lowered herself down beside him. With her help, he rolled over onto his back. Her long, slender fingers on his inner thighs pushed his legs wide, exposing his stiffening prick.
Betty's nostrils flared with the aroma of sex that radiated from Billy's crotch. She licked her lips as she smelled the scent of fresh cum coating his dick. She reached down and cupped his sensitive balls. Her skilled fingers toyed with the soft orbs as she lowered her face into his crotch.
Billy watched as Betty crouched between his spread legs. The feel of her soft hair against his skin made his entire body tingle with excitement. The first touch of her hot lips to his swollen prickhead stiffened his spine.
Joyce watched Betty swallowing up her son's cock and she was impressed by the girl's skill. She could see the delight in the teenager's face as she strained her lips to accommodate Billy's magnificent prick. She was amazed at how easily Betty forced the full length of the boy's shaft down her throat.
Billy reached out and wrapped a strong arm around his mother's naked shoulders and drew her hard against him. He loved the feel of her huge boobs pressing against him. He could feel her erect nipples burning his skin.
Joyce pulled herself atop Billy's chest, dragging her heavy tits across him. Her manicured fingers massaged his broad shoulders as she covered his trembling lips with her own. She forced his teeth open with the tip of her tongue and explored the inner recesses of his steaming mouth.
Billy tasted the sweetness of Betty's cunt on his mother's ups as she licked the saliva from the walls of his mouth. He reached over and sunk his powerful fingers into the swollen melons of her tits. He could feel her body responding to his firm, almost brutal handling.
Betty's eyes were locked shut as she felt the head of Billy's dick pressing against the back of her throat. Her head moved up and down on his tool. She could feel the blood pounding in his shaft as her lips sucked deeply. She was careful not to hurt the sensitive flesh with the sharp edges of her teeth.
Billy lifted his ass off the floor as he shoved his cock deeper and deeper into Betty's face. He fought back the urge to come right then and there as she locked her lips around the thick base of his shaft.
Joyce gasped for air when she finally pulled her mouth off Billy's. He held onto her tit tightly as she sat upright. She was showing off her body to the boy as his hand moved from one boob to the other.
As Betty increased her efforts, Billy's hands moved from his mother's body to the back of his girl friend's head. He held her face tight against his crotch as he slammed his dick in as far as it would go. He was getting ready to shoot his load down her throat into the depths of her quivering belly.
The sight of Betty's ass waving in the air was more than Joyce could ignore. Crawling on her hands and knees she moved behind the hardworking teenager.
Joyce was thrilled at the rounded perfection of Betty's asscheeks. Very gently, the older woman reached into the girl's deep ass-crack and spread the firm mounds apart. The sight of her puckered, pink asshole made Joyce's mouth water.
With a contented smile curling up the corners of Joyce's full, rich mouth, she leaned forward and pressed her lips to Betty's asshole. The burning flesh seared the older woman's skin. The aroma of Betty's heaving body arid the taste of her asshole was enough to bring on another of Joyce's crushing orgasms.
By the time Joyce was led upstairs to her bedroom, the evening had become one blurred climax. She had lost all control of her body and mind as she allowed Billy and his girl friend to use her any way they wished.



CHAPTER THREE


"Hey, man, you look like warmed-over shit," Eddie laughed, meeting Billy in the street the next morning. "Betty must be one hell of a chick."
Billy wasn't looking forward to a boring day in school after his long night with Betty and Joyce. And to make matters worse, Karen Forbes had planned another exam that morning.
"You're awfully quiet this morning," Eddie continued, interrupting Billy's thoughts.
"I'm sorry Eddie," Billy replied. "I've just got that fucking English test on my mind. If there's one thing Forbes knows how to do, it's make up one bitch of a test."
"She knows how to wiggle that wild ass of hers, too," Eddie added, conjuring up images of the teacher's sexy body in his mind.
"Don't forget those fat tits of hers," Billy said, putting thoughts of the test out of his mind for a moment.
The two boys made lewd remarks about their teacher's body as they walked to school. It was still early, but the hot, summer sun was already heating up the humid air. Billy was looking forward to a nice summer vacation. The last thing he wanted to do was spend July and August in summer school repeating his English course.
Billy and Eddie had different homerooms and promised to meet during lunch as they said goodbye in the hallway. The worn-out stud made his way through the busy corridor as he headed for his room at the end of the hall. Tom and Bob met him at the door.
"You look like you're been up studying all night," Bob said. "You look about ready to drop."
"That's gonna be some fuckin' test," Tom added.
The three boys found their seats as the homeroom period bell rang. Billy tried to cram all he could during the twenty minutes he had before his first class. But before he knew it, the time had flown by and he was on his way to his math class.
Luckily, Billy had a seat in the back of the room for math and he was able to spend that period studying up for the test. By the time he took his seat in Miss Forbes' classroom, he was pretty sure that he could manage a passing grade.
When Billy stumbled into the lunchroom, he was totally wiped out. The exam had been a pisser, but he was sure he had passed. Looking over to his regular table, he saw a crowd of his friends. Pride swelled his chest knowing that he was the leader of the hippest bunch of kids in the whole school.
"How'd you do?" Tina asked, a concerned smile spread across her pretty face.
"I figure I made it," Billy replied. "Just about," he added, dropping down into the chair beside the sexy coed. "What about you?"
"I don't know. Those essay questions were really a bitch. I had to fake my way through one of them."
"Don't sweat it, baby," Billy reassured her, dropping his right hand down onto her thigh. "You've always done well in English."
"Fuck it!" Tom said. "It's all over with. No use worrying."
"Yeah," Eddie chimed in. "We'll hear the bad news soon enough."
Tina was enjoying the strong feel of Billy's fingers on her firm thigh. She knew he was going with Betty, but she didn't give a damn. Tina was horny as hell for a taste of his fat cock between her legs and she was determined to have her way.
Billy noticed Tina moving her chair closer and he was pleased. She had a groovy body and he was looking forward to getting her in bed. She wasn't as wild-assed as Betty but he was sure her tight figure would be a nice change.
Tina covered Billy's hand with her own and slowly guided it closer to her hot crotch. The table hid their movements and she tried not to let what was happening show on her face. Tina wasn't interested in a reputation like Betty's. She was doing fine quietly fucking every boy in sight.
It didn't take Billy's skilled fingers long to give Tina a delightful orgasm. He could feel the wetness of her overflowing cunt through the skin-tight jeans she was wearing.
Tina grunted through clenched teeth as an involuntary shudder rocked her body. Her legs locked around Billy's hand as she savored each thrilling sensation. The material covering her crotch dug into her soft, swollen cuntlips, but she hardly noticed.
Tina's face looked flushed as she loosened her grip on Billy's hand. She fought to control her breathing as she filled her lungs with great gasps of air. She smiled at Billy gratefully as she pushed her chair back from the table and stood unsteadily.
"I have to stop by the library before my next class," Tina announced, her voice weak and quivering.
"What the hell have you been up to?" Linda Phillips asked, staring straight at Tina's crotch.
Tina looked down to see a big damp spot between her legs. The powerful aroma of her cunt juice told everyone at the table what had happened. The smirk on Billy's handsome face filled in the missing parts of the story.
"None of your fuckin' business," Tina replied, laughing at her own embarrassment.
Everyone at the table laughed at the slight blush on Tina's face as she turned and headed out of the lunchroom. Knowing that all her horny friends were watching, she made a point of rolling her sexy ass invitingly. She wanted to show what a good sport she could be.
As Billy bullshitted the rest of the hour away, a great idea began to take shape in his mind. Everyone looked up to him as their leader and he decided to reward them for their respect.
"Listen, everybody," Billy said, pounding a textbook on the table to get their attention. "I'm throwing a party at my place tomorrow and you're all invited."
Every eye in the lunchroom turned toward Billy's table when they heard the cheer that his friends gave him. He knew right then and there that he was the most important student in the entire school. As he walked to the door, he could see the envy in the faces of everyone he passed.
That night, neither Joyce nor her son had the strength for any real fucking. Billy let her suck his cock for a while before going to sleep. As his mother licked the last drops of his cum from the corners of her mouth, he told her about the party he was planning for the following night.
Joyce was so excited, she needed a sleeping pill before she was able to fall asleep. A house full of Billy's horny friends was almost more than she could imagine. Visions of her son's friends danced in her dreams all that night.
The following morning, Joyce caught the buzzing alarm clock before it woke Billy. She knew he needed his rest. Careful not to disturb him, she climbed out of bed and headed for the bathroom and a nice hot shower.
Naked, her body still damp from her shower, Joyce headed downstairs to the kitchen to put on a pot of coffee. Her mind was filled with plans for the party. She intended to show Billy what a good hostess she could be. She knew what was expected of her, and she wasn't going to disappoint her loving son.
When Billy woke up, Joyce was sitting on the edge of the bed. She was wearing tight jeans and a pair of loafers. The sight of her nude tits nude his cock stand up.
"Good morning, darling," Joyce said, reaching under the covers to fondle his erect prick. "Have a nice sleep, baby?" she asked, her fingers gently working up and down the length of his cock.
"I feel great, Mom," he replied contentedly, stretching his arms out over his head. "What time is it?" he asked, rubbing the sleep from his eyes as he looked over at the clock on the table beside the bed.
"Almost twelve, sweetheart," Joyce answered, just slightly tightening her grip on his dick.
"Listen, Mom," Billy said, reaching down to pull his mother's hand off his cock. "Maybe we should save our strength for tonight."
Billy's voice was soft and considerate. As she looked into his handsome face, she knew she was in love. Really in love for perhaps the first time in her life. Sobs of pure joy caught in her throat. She threw herself at her son, wrapping her arms around his neck and pressing her swollen tits against his bare chest as she gave him a long, loving kiss.
Even Billy couldn't understand the complicated emotions that guided his actions. He loved his mother, yet when they fucked, he had to be the master. He couldn't fight back the need to brutally dominate her.
Joyce uncurled herself from Billy's embrace and hopped off the bed. She was pleased at the way his eyes caressed her body. She could feel the heat of his stares on her thrusting tits.
"Are you sure there's nothing I can do for you?" Joyce asked coyly, displaying her body proudly.
"Let's wait till tonight," he replied.
"Anything you say, lover," Joyce responded, turning toward the door. "How about a little breakfast?"
"Sounds great, Mom," Billy answered.
A little while later, Joyce returned holding a tray loaded down with scrambled eggs, bacon, toast and juice. The happy look on Billy's face made all the trouble worth it.
"There are some things I want to get for tonight," Joyce said, fitting the tray over her son's lap as he sat up. "I won't be gone more than a couple hours. Okay?"
"Sure, Mom," Billy replied, digging into his king-sized breakfast.
Joyce clicked on the color television facing the bed and placed the remote control unit on the table beside the bed. She then strode over to her dresser and opened the middle drawer. Searching through her things, she found the dark-blue T-shirt that she was looking for.
Joyce watched herself in the mirror as she climbed into the shirt. The garment was so tight and the material so think that it looked like her naked tits had been painted blue. Turning to the side, she admired how tightly her jeans cupped her rounded asscheeks. She could actually see the swollen lips of her cunt outlined against the crotch of her pants.
"Why don't you think about what you'd like me to wear tonight, darling," Joyce said, heading for the door.
Billy liked the idea of picking out his mother's clothes. After finishing breakfast, he placed the tray on the night table and climbed out of bed. He played with his stiff prick absently as he crossed the room to his mother's closet.
Each of Joyce's dresses was sexier than the next, and Billy had a hard time making up his mind which to choose. Pie finally decided on a floor-length gown made of soft, white material. The garment had sleeves and buttoned tightly around the neck. He remembered the one time he had seen his mother in the dress. The material clung to her body like a second skin. Instead of covering her lush curves, the dress would outline and highlight her wild body.
When Joyce returned from the store, she couldn't have been more pleased by her son's selection. The white gown was the sexiest thing she owned. She knew Billy's friends would flip when they saw her.
The afternoon went quickly and it was soon time for Joyce to get ready. Billy was busy picking out records in the living room while his mother returned to the bedroom to dress.
Joyce slid black stockings on first, enjoying the feel of her own fingers as she smoothed the sheer material over her long, shapely legs. Her garter belt was next. The narrow piece of lace rested on the swells of her hips.
Before slipping into the gown, Joyce sprayed every inch of her body with the sexiest, most expensive perfume she owned. She put an extra spray of scent on her tits, cunt and asshole.
And then she climbed into the gown. It was necessary for her to hold her breath as she squirmed into the incredible garment. She was careful reaching behind her back to pull up the zipper. The dress was so tight she was afraid her thrusting tits would burst through the front.
Slipping her dainty feet into her high heels, Joyce couldn't help but admire herself. The garment featured slits on either side that rose high on her stunning legs. The white material contrasted beautifully with her black stockings.
On a sudden impulse, Joyce rushed over to her dressing table. Pushing cosmetics and perfumes out of the way, she finally found the pair of scissors she was looking for. Carefully, she pressed the blade into the fold of material at the top of the slit on her right side. She began cutting the material, lengthening the slit until it reached to her waist. She repeated the operation on the other side.
Standing straight in front of the mirror, the gown looked the same as it had before. But with the first step that she took, the material parted, showing off the full expanse of her legs and thighs. Turning to the side, she could see that her naked ass was delightfully displayed each time she moved.
Adding a final touch of running a brush through her hair several times, she was ready for Billy to see her. Hoping he would be as pleased with her appearance as she herself was, Joyce headed down to the living room.
Billy didn't hear his mother come into the room. His back faced the doorway and he was still looking through his record collection. But the scent of Joyce's perfume filled his nostrils and he immediately spun around to meet her.
The breath caught in Billy's throat as his gaze took in the sight of his mother standing in the doorway. At that moment, she was the most beautiful bitch he had ever laid eyes on. His cock went rigid at the sight of her tits thrusting to free themselves from the tightness of the material covering them.
Joyce stood very still, not wanting to ruin the surprise of the slits she had cut into the sides of the gown. She wanted to give Billy a chance to really look her over.
"What do you think?" Joyce asked, able to see the growing bulge between his legs from across the room.
"Wow!" was all Billy could manage.
With an obscene smile curling up her sensual lips, Joyce began walking toward her son. She could feel the cool air on her naked ass as she displayed herself to him. In the center of the room, she turned around for Billy's inspection, showing herself off from every angle.
"Mom, you look out of this fucking world," Billy finally was able to say. "Come here."
Joyce stepped closer to her son. She could see that familiar glint of sadism in Billy's eyes and it made her cunt tremble with lust and excitement. She leaned into his hand as grabbed hold of her right tit and twisted it viciously.
Billy was no longer Joyce's tender, adoring son. Once again, the power of her body had transformed him into her master, and she his obedient slave. She was nothing more than a toy to be handled however he pleased.
"You've got one hell of a body, you old bitch," Billy said, digging his teeth into the top of her left tit.
Joyce groaned with pleasure as she gave herself to Billy. A chill raced up her spine as she felt his free hand digging into the roundness of her asscheek. Pushing her hips forward, she enjoyed the feel of his rock-hard prick pressing against her steaming cunt.
Billy shoved Joyce away as suddenly as he had grabbed her. She staggered, caught off balance by the suddenness of his move.
"The gang will be here soon. I want you in the kitchen when they get here," Billy said, pulling a crudely rolled cigarette out of his shirt pocket. "Make believe like you're not home till I call for you. Understand?"
Joyce nodded as she watched her son strike a match and light his joint. She didn't have to be told that he was smoking grass, even though this was the first time she had even seen the stuff. The thirty-eight-year-old woman laughed to herself at how sheltered a life she had led up until then.
"That must be some of them," Billy said, hearing a car drive up outside. "Here. Take this," he said, pushing the joint between his mother's lips.
A little confused at how quickly things were moving, Joyce followed his instructions. She took a deep drag off the joint as she turned toward the kitchen door.
"Hold the smoke down as long as you can," Billy said, calling after her as he lit another reefer for himself.
The kitchen was dark except for the moonlight streaming in through the unshaded windows. Taking her second hit, she waited by the door, listening carefully to, the sounds of the front door bell and her son letting his guests in.
"Hey, man. What's happening?" Eddie said, leading a gang of teenagers into the living room. "Pretty cool," he laughed, taking the joint from between Billy's lips. "You got your old lady out of the house for the night. Pretty damn cool!"
Billy didn't reply. He just laughed along with the rest of his friends. He swaggered as he led Eddie, Helen, Jane, Tina and Bob into the living room.
"Flick on the stereo, Bob," Billy called out. "Make yourselves at home, everybody."
"This is some far-out place," Tina cooed, noticing how dark and sexy everything was.
Tina searched around in her purse as she sauntered over to the bar on the far side of the large room. She finally found the small pill box she had been looking for and plucked it from the tangled mess in her purse.
Billy watched Tina pour herself half a glass of Scotch. She opened the pill box and placed it on the bar. Popping a brightly colored capsule into her mouth, the eighteen-year-old girl chased it down with a deep swallow of booze.
Tina had always seemed like an innocent chick except for the day before in the lunchroom. Billy was beginning to see that she was a pretty wild swinger. It looked like she might be just as crazy as Betty.
In the kitchen, Joyce burned her fingers on what was left of her joint. The grass her son had given her was very strong, and she was really smashed. She couldn't remember how long she had been standing in the dark kitchen, waiting for Billy to call her.
The sound of all those young voices turned Joyce on. She pushed her free hand into one of the slits on the side of her gown and began playing with her cunt. Her pussy was already wet as she pressed the tips of her fingers against her throbbingly erect clitoris.
The living room was soon filled with pot smoke and loud music. Helen joined Tina at the bar for some pill's and booze while Jane, Bob and Eddie made themselves comfortable on the soft leather sofa. Billy flopped down into an easy chair with a fresh joint as he observed the scene.
It wasn't long before the front door bell rang again. The rest of the party had arrived. Helen rushed to let them in, her huge tits bouncing against the tiny halter top she was wearing. Billy handed her a smoldering hash pipe as she rushed past him. She drew a lungful of smoke deep into her chest and held it there as she unlatched the door.
"You've started the party without us," Tom said, laughing as Helen pressed the tip of the hash pipe between his lips.
Jack, Linda, Betty and Susan followed Tom and Helen into the living room. They quickly found comfortable places for themselves and got down to the business of getting high.
"You've been playing hooky," Billy told Betty, pulling her down onto his lap. "I hope you kept your mouth shut about my old lady like I told you to," he whispered in her ear.
"Sure I did, honey," Betty replied, squirming her body down against his hard cock.
Betty's short, tight skirt rode up around her waist and she was glad. It gave her a chance to show off the black lace panties she was wearing. Billy enjoyed running the tips of his fingers over her smooth, nylon-clad legs.
Joyce couldn't resist taking a peek into the living room. Pushing the kitchen door open ever so slightly, she caught a glimpse of what was going on. She had a clear view of the sofa and watched intently as Jane massaged the crotches of the two boys sitting on either side of her. Bob and Eddie's pricks were still locked in the prison of their pants but this didn't seem to bother the girl in the least. Her fingers worked feverishly between their legs.
Linda sauntered over to the bar. She was wearing a faded jeans suit that looked ready to burst its seams. The buttons on the front of the jacket strained against the heaving thrust of her naked boobs. Her pants were cut to fit into the crack of her ass and lift each saucy cheek.
Tina was wrecked. The powerful barbiturate she had taken with booze had smashed her mind into little pieces. She turned to Linda as the big blonde came up beside her. She really wasn't as hip as she pretended to be. She had taken the pills from her mother's medicine cabinet. And she certainly wasn't used to drinking as much as she had.
"I'm surprised to see you at one of these parties, baby," Linda said, helping herself to one of the pills and a deep swallow from Tina's glass. "I always thought you were one of those quiet types, with the good marks and all that shit."
Linda was right. Tina had been trying to break into Billy's crowd for six months, and this party was the first sign of her acceptance into the group.
She was determined to prove herself, no matter what she had to do.
Linda pressed her left tit against Tina's arm. She was sure her new friend could feel the hardness of her throbbing nipple even through the layers of clothing. She filled her nostrils with the sweet scent of Tina's perfume as she moved in even closer.
Tina couldn't stop herself from responding to the nearness of Linda's lush body. She was experiencing emotions that she had never experienced before. Her cunt was throbbing at just the thought of what treasures lay beneath the blonde's bursting jacket.
Tina felt her fingers move to the buttons on the front of Linda's jacket. She could hardly believe what she was doing as she undid the lowest button. Her hands trembled as they moved up to the next button. Then the next.
The full thrust of Linda huge tits popped open the last button. Those ripe melons pushed the folds of her jacket out of the way as her nipples hardened to the touch of Tina's gentle fingertips.
"Hey, man," Eddie announced, squirming out from under Jane's hand, "this ain't no party without food. All this shit has made me fuckin' hungry," he continued, holding up the joint he was smoking.
"Yeah," Tom chimed in. "I've got one bad case of the munchies."
"Here you go, baby!" Susan laughed, thrusting her cunt out toward Tom. "Munch on this!"
Susan's joke brought laughter from every corner of the room. Easing Betty off his lap, Billy climbed to his feet. This was the moment he had been waiting for. The right moment to introduce his mother to all his friends.
"Hold on," Billy said. "I've got all the good stuff in the kitchen. I'll get it."
Nobody could understand what Betty found so funny in what Billy had said. They all figured she was just smashed out of her mind like all the rest of them.
Billy almost knocked Joyce over when he pushed his way into the kitchen. He didn't know she was on the other side of the door finger-fucking herself. He was stoned and hardly felt the door bumping into his mother.
"All right, Mom," Billy snickered. "It time for you to meet my friends. Grab those food platters out of the refrigerator and bring them in. And make it snappy," he added. "My friends are fuckin' hungry!"
Billy laughed at his own little joke as he turned and headed back into the living room. Joyce was frightened. The party had gotten awfully loud and it sounded like it was out of hand. She was sure she heard a lamp smash against the wall. There were eleven drugged-up teenagers running wild on the other side of that door and she wasn't sure what they would do to her. She hurried to find out.
"Where's the fuckin' food?" Jack called out, lifting his head from the tip of Helen's right boob.
"Still hungry, lover?" Helen asked, pulling her left tit out from behind her halter top. "Try this if you're still hungry."
"Come on, Billy," Tom joined in. "I thought you were going to get us some shit to eat."
"Don't shoot your fuckin' load. Jesus… it's on the way," Billy reassured everyone.
"What the fuck are you talking about?" Jane asked.
"I suppose the potato chips are just going to walk out here all by themselves," Jack said.
Every head in the room turned toward the kitchen at the first sound of the door swinging open. Billy had timed everything perfectly. The sight of his mother standing in the doorway could not have had more impact. Tina even let Linda's nipple slip from her sucking mouth as she turned to look at the fantastic woman framed by the doorway.
"Most of you haven't met my mother," Billy began, playing the part of the ringmaster in a three-ring circus. "Everybody, this is Joyce!"
The loud music echoed in the room. Billy had pulled the rug out from under their stoned feet. Helen made a feeble attempt at stuffing her tits back behind her halter but quickly gave up. She decided it just wasn't worth the trouble.
"Billy tells me you're a pretty hungry bunch of cocks and cunts!" Joyce said, holding out a tray of sandwiches.
The moment she walked forward, the sides of Joyce's dress parted to reveal the rounded perfection of her ass. As she turned toward the sofa, Tom caught a quick peek at her hairy cunt. This was the first time the eighteen-year-old had seen a grown woman's pussy.
Joyce lowered the tray and bent forward to offer food to Eddie, Jane and Bob. Her dress molded to her fat tits like damp tissue paper. The hardness of her big, suckable nipples was clearly outlined against the sheer, soft fabric.
"I'm very proud of my old lady," Billy said, reaching inside Joyce's dress and grabbing a handful of her sweet ass.
By this time, the other's were hip to the scene. Nobody bothered to hide the hot looks they were giving Joyce's thrilling figure. Eddie let the back of his hand brush against the underside of her fat boob as he reached for a sandwich. When it was obvious that she didn't mind, he dropped the food back onto the platter and gave Mrs. Lankin's tit a good, firm feel.
"I've always wanted to cope a feel off you, Mrs. Lankin," Eddie said, grinning as his fingertips played with her nipple.
"Why don't you call me Joyce?" she whispered, blowing each word at Eddie like a kiss as she pushed her boob harder against his trembling hand.
"Put the tray down on the table, Mom. I want to introduce you to everybody," Billy said, wrapping an arm around her waist and leading her out of Eddie's reach.
This was Billy's show, and he intended to run things his way. Joyce was his trophy, and he wanted to show her off. He wanted to show how he controlled her.
"Betty you know, of course," Billy said, leading Joyce over to Betty's chair.
"Hello again," Joyce said, bending forward and pressing her lips hard against Betty's mouth.
Betty allowed Joyce's tongue access to her damp, steaming mouth. The teenager let Billy's mother play with her tits while they kissed. The wet sounds of their dueling tongues filled the room. Bent at the waist, Joyce kept her ass nice and high. She knew her gown was clinging to every curve, showing off the outline of her deep ass-crack.
"You've got one hell of an old lady," Tom said, walking up beside Joyce and running his hands over the firm swells of her ass. "You should've introduced us a long time ago," he added, his fingertips tracing along the length of her crack.
"Here you go, Tom," Billy said, pulling the back of Joyce's dress out of his friend's way.
Billy knew that things could get a little hard to manage if he didn't keep a tight hold on everything. He allowed Tom a quick feel of Joyce's naked ass, then protectively led his mother over to meet Jack and Susan. Tom didn't dare make a stink.
Susan had the deserved reputation of sucking off her teachers for good marks. She was only eighteen but had made every scene. She could see he was getting hot watching Billy's mother, and she decided to lend him a hand.
Joyce's cunt tightened with joy when Billy introduced her to Jack. His face made her want to crush him against her fat tits. She couldn't wait to taste his sweet cock. She made up her mind to lick his cock like an ice-cream cone until he shot his load all over her face. She was sure his cum would be wonderful for her complexion.
Susan's hand worked away between Jack's legs as Joyce kissed them both softly on the cheek then lowered herself down to her knees before them. Wrapping her arms around Susan's waist, she pulled herself tight against the girl's crotch. Bending her head slightly, Joyce hooked the tip of her tongue around the narrow crotch piece of Susan's skimpy shorts.
Joyce's fingers replaced her tongue as she pulled Sue's clothing out of the way. She collected a mouthful of the girl's cunt juice before planting a hot kiss on her throbbing clit.
Then Joyce turned her attentions to the trembling teen beside Susan. Crawling between his legs, she gently nudged Sue's hand out of the way with the side of her face. She pressed hungry kisses to the girl's fingers before concentrating on Jack's stiff prick.
"Oh, baby," Joyce groaned loudly, "you feel so nice and hard. Mmmm, so good. So good!" she continued, nibbling on the bulge between Jack's legs between words.
When Billy took Joyce over to meet Tina and Linda, Susan threw herself down onto the floor in front of Jack. Her fingers clawed at the front of his pants until she managed to get them open and pushed down around his knees.
Jack felt his legs go weak as Susan tore off his underwear and wrapped her fingers around the base of his erect cock. Her hand slowly massaged the underside of his tool as she covered his swollen cockhead with wet kisses. Every once in a while, she took a long lick of his sweet dick.
Susan opened her mouth as wide as she could and slammed her face down onto the stiff pole of his prick. She was the best cocksucker in town and she had a reputation to live up to. With half of Jack's cock in her mouth, she began rolling her head from side to side while her tongue scrubbed the burning meat of his cock.
When Billy introduced his mother to Tina and Linda, she stood with her tits thrust forward, her smile inviting them to give her wild body a try. Neither girl had to think too hard about the offer. They were both smashed out of their minds and looking for something really wild. Joyce Lankin fit the bill just fine.
Linda reached out first, slipping a hand inside Joyce's dress. She dug the sharp edges of her nails into the older woman's firm flesh. Linda was impressed with how obedient Joyce had shown herself to be.
Joyce couldn't hide the excitement in her eyes as she responded to Linda's strength. She could see the same sadistic gleam in the blonde's face that she had seen so often in her own son. And she found herself wantonly excited by the wild emotions that flashed through her mind.
Tina couldn't keep her hands and mouth off Joyce's big tits. Her mouth watered as she munched the older woman's nipples through the thin material of her dress. Her mouth worked harder as she felt Joyce's fingers massaging the back of her neck.
"Aren't you a little old to be spying on your mother?" Betty teased, coming up beside Billy and wrapping her arm around his. "Here, live a little," she continued, pressing a freshly rolled joint to his lips.
The grass they were smoking was laced with hash and everyone in the room was smashed but of their minds. Bottles were dragged from the bar to the center of the room. Helen, Tom, Jane and Eddie were sitting on the floor. Their hands moved over each other's bodies and every so often one of them would take a gulp out of one of the open bottles lying around.
Susan gulped happily from the tip of lack's exploding cock. He tasted just as sweet as she knew he would. She didn't know it at the time, but she was the first girl ever to suck the teen's hot little dick.
Tina's eager mouth tore away at the material covering Joyce's tits until she had a chance to suck the woman's swollen nipples. The harder she sucked, the harder Joyce pushed her tits against the girl's face.
Linda couldn't have cared less about what Tina was doing. The proper treatment of Joyce's asshole would command all her attentions. She pressed the sharp tips of her fingers into the crack of her slave's ass. She pulled the twin mounds apart roughly, making sure that Joyce understood who was in charge.
Sue was still on her knees sucking the last drops of cum from Jack's shrinking prick when Bob noticed how cute her ass looked in the bright-yellow shorts she was wearing. He had a cock full of cum and knew just who he was going to pump it into.
Jack slumped down into a chair. He was fighting to catch his breath. Every muscle in his body had gone limp after the treatment Susan had given his cock.
Bob was in no mood to bullshit. He fought open his pants to relieve the pressure on his fully erect cock while unzipping Sue's shorts.
Susan shifted her weight to make it easier for Bob to get her pants off. She liked the straightforward way he dug his strong hand into her pants. She knew what he wanted, and was more than happy to give him all the hot cunt he could take.
Without warning, Linda rammed a stiff finger deep into Joyce's asshole. The sharp edge of the teenager's fingernail ripped into the walls of her shit chute. Joyce thought she would faint from the pain that surged from deep in her ass.
Susan tossed her damp shorts into the corner and presented Bob with a close-up view of her cunt. She flopped down onto her back, held her legs up in the air and spread them wide. While Bob watched, she reached down between her legs and began playing with her cunt.
When Bob saw how wet Sue's twat was becoming, he dove in head first. There was nothing like a little cunt-sucking to put the teenage stud in the mood for a good fucking. He parted her cuntlips with his fingers and pushed his tongue deep into her hole. While he shoved his tongue into Susan's steaming pussy, his fingers began twisting and playing with her clitoris.
Linda used her strong finger like a grappling hook in Joyce's ass. Showing incredible strength, she yanked the older woman up to her feet. Tina fought to hold onto those wonderful tits, but Linda just slapped her across the face and pushed her out of the way. With her finger still shoved all the way up Joyce's asshole, Linda led her prize into the center of the room.
"I think Billy's mom should be our guest of honor for the night," Linda announced, shoving Joyce down onto her knees.
Helen crawled over to Joyce on her hands and knees. Her fat tits looked like watermelons as they flopped from side to side. She wrapped her arms around the beaten woman's neck and rubbed her naked tits against the torn material of her dress.
Helen literally raped Joyce's mouth as her friends cheered her on. When she finally pulled her mouth away, the older woman had to gasp for breath.
Joyce could feel countless hands tearing at her dress and her hot body. Before she knew what was happening, one of the teens rammed his stiff cock down her throat. She couldn't see whose prick she was sucking, but it didn't really matter. Helen and Tina were feasting on her naked tits, digging their sharp teeth into her sensitive skin.
After a few quick thrusts of the cock in her mouth, Joyce felt her throat filling up with boiling cum. She couldn't swallow fast enough and some of the jism overflowed her hard-working lips.
The limp prick was pulled from Joyce's mouth as suddenly as it had been forced in. In a split-second, Helen had moved up to the older woman's mouth again. She forced her tongue deep into the steaming cavern, hungrily sucking the cum from between Billy's mother's lips.
"Hey, Mrs. Lankin," Eddie called out, teasing the slut by acting very formal. "Perhaps you can take me next."
Billy's closest friend was standing over Joyce's body, pulling away at his prick. His balls were hanging just above the older woman's eyes. He was naked from the waist down and looked like he needed a good sucking.
"Get that sweet cock of yours over here," Joyce replied, looking up and down the length of Eddie's fat dick.
"Let's make sure her mouth is clean enough to suck your cock," Jane laughed. "Hold her head," she told Helen.
Jane grabbed a half-full bottle of Scotch and crawled over to Joyce's limp body. She climbed around Tom as he fit the swollen head of his prick between the older woman's spread legs. The teenage slut took deep swallows from the bottle as she made her way up to Joyce's face.
Helen held Joyce's head steady as Jane rammed the neck of the bottle down her throat. She laughed wildly as Billy's mother gagged on the flooding booze. The burning liquid overflowed her mouth, ran down her chin and neck and splashed down onto her naked tits. Tina sucked up the booze from those swollen mounds.
Joyce's spine stiffened as Tom slammed his cock into her throbbing cunt. She tried to push the bottle out of her mouth, but Jane was determined to empty the whole thing into her. The more she struggled, the more they enjoyed the show.
With her finger still rammed all the way up Joyce's asshole, Linda grabbed up another bottle from the floor. After a quick swallow, she yanked her hand out of the woman's ass and replaced it with the thick neck of the bottle. With a sadistic grin turning up the corners of her lips, she rammed the glass shaft into Joyce's ass as far as it would go. She knew what the burning liquid would do to the beaten tramp's shit chute.
The sound of his mother's tortured scream caught Billy's attention. He was pleased to see how much fun everyone was having, especially his old lady. Then he went back to enjoying the feel of Betty's sweet mouth and tongue sucking away at his asshole.
Susan held Bob's prick as she pushed his tool into her cunt. She let the horny stud enjoy the velvet smoothness of her pussy before yanking him but of the steaming cavern. Lifting her lower back off the floor, she pulled Bob's dick into the crack of her ass and slammed herself up against its blood-filled head.
Bob was having a hard time not blowing his load as Sue switched his cock back and forth between her cunt and asshole. He would have thought it impossible to fuck both holes at the same time, but the little tramp beneath him was proving him wrong.
It had taken Jack a little time to recover from Susan's cocksucking, but he had recovered. As a matter of fact, his fourteen-year-old dick was red hot and ready to go. He couldn't take his eyes off Helen and Tina mauling Joyce's fat tits. The sight of the thirty-eight-year-old whore, her expensive gown hanging on her body like torn rags, made his balls ache with desire and perverted lust.
The pain of her bruised asshole being filled with booze was more than even Joyce could stand. She blacked out from the agony, but was soon revived by the feel of the bottle being ripped from her burning asshole. The booze that had been forced down her throat made things a little easier for her. It dulled her mind and senses to the brutal treatment her body was receiving.
Jack stumbled to his feet, a fresh joint hanging from his lips. He kicked his sneakers off and stepped out of the jeans that had fallen around his ankles. His T-shirt had been discarded long before. The teen's naked body looked magnificent.
"I've got just the thing for you," Linda told Jack, wrapping an arm around his narrow waist. "Turn her over onto her side," she told the guys fucking away at Joyce's body.
As she felt herself being moved, Joyce locked her legs around Tom's waist. His cock felt too marvelous in her cunt to allow it to be taken away from her. Slamming her entire body up to meet each thrust, she trembled to the feel of her clitoris crushed against the thick base of the teenager's shaft.
Linda wrapped her fingers around Jack's prick and led him into position. Her free hand pried open Joyce's asscheeks as she guided the teen's prickhead to the wet, burning hole.
Jack had never fucked a mature woman, much less slam his cock up an experienced asshole, but he didn't need any help. The tight ring's kiss on the tip of his cock made his hips shoot forward involuntarily. Her ass came up to meet his thrust, and Jack's shaft was deep in her shit chute before he knew quite what was happening.
With Tom's dick still pumping in and out of her dripping cunt and Jack's cock plowing her asshole, Joyce was in seventh heaven. She responded to the two shafts ripping her insides apart. Neither teenager was gentle with her body, and she loved their rough handling. She slammed her body back and forth between the two cocks.
"Help me off with these," Linda told Tina as she struggled out of her skin-tight jeans.
Tina did as she was told, even though she hated leaving Joyce's fat tits. After yanking Linda's pants off, she leaned forward and pressed her warm lips to the dominant blonde's sopping twat. The curls of soft pubic hair tickled her face as her lips wrapped around Linda's clit and began sucking away for dear life.
Linda moved her hand to the back of Tina's head, keeping the girl's hungry mouth tight against her cunt as she climbed onto Joyce's face. The older woman's tongue immediately went to work sucking the asshole that was pressed down against her lips.
Helen watched Betty licking Billy's asshole. He was on his hands and knees, his rock-hard cock pointing down at the floor. It seemed a terrible waste to let such a delicious-looking prick just hang there between his athletic legs.
Billy was surprised and pleased to find Helen squirming beneath him. The carpet was rough against her smooth, naked back, but she didn't feel a thing as she moved into position below him. She flung her legs up around his waist as she lifted her cunt to meet his throbbing hot dick.
It was a while before Betty realized that Helen had climbed beneath them. She was glad to have the wild bitch joining in the fun. Without moving her mouth from Billy's asshole, she reached out and slipped a hand into the girl's bouncing ass-crack.
Helen had a well-trained asshole that easily and hungrily accepted Betty's probing finger. Billy's girl friend could feel his cock pistoning in and out of her friend's pussy as she massaged the inner walls of the teenager's anal canal.
Bob couldn't hold back his orgasm one minute longer. With Susan's cuntlips sucking on his dick, he came. Spurt after spurt splashed into her belly. She could feel his load overflowing her twat and dripping down into the crack of her ass.
With Bob momentarily out of action, Sue released his limp cock from the grip of her cuntlips and turned to the tangle of bodies in the center of the room. She pushed herself through the mass of thrashing limbs until she was able to press her mouth to the junction of Tom's fat cock and Joyce's slaving cunt. Her tongue and lips alternated between the teen's juice-soaked shaft and the woman's erect clitoris. Sue used her teeth on the throbbing clit and could feel Joyce's stomach muscles quivering.
Jack and Eddie moved to either side of Joyce's thrashing, heaving body. They each grabbed one of her hands and yanked them over to their swollen cocks. Through the blur of what was happening, the fuck-torn bitch knew what was expected of her. She ran her fingers up and down the length of their shafts, pumping life into their cum-bloated dicks.
Joyce was nearly unconscious. With Tom and Billy ripping her cunt and asshole, Susan's teeth working on her clitoris, Jane and Tina mauling her bruised tits, Jack and Eddie's cocks dribbling cum on her fingers and Linda grinding her asshole down against her face, orgasm after crushing orgasm smashed through Joyce's body.



CHAPTER FOUR


Both Joyce and her son needed the rest of the week to rest up after their party. She wrote a note excusing Billy from school and he gave her a bottle of powerful tranquilizers to ease the aches and pains in her body.
Billy had the following week off from school because of a five-day recess before final exams. Joyce had planned for the two of them to visit her sister Joan and her husband Harry in Miami. They had a huge home right on the beach.
They were due to leave that Saturday, but Joyce just didn't feel up to it. She knew that Billy had his heart set on doing a little skin-diving. Instead of disappointing him, she insisted that he go without her. She assured him that she'd be fine by herself. As a matter of fact, she was looking forward to a nice rest for her still-shaky body.
Joyce was terribly sad as she watched Billy board the plane for Florida. She wanted to run after him, throw herself between his legs right then and there and beg him to stay. They had spent the previous night fucking, and Billy had been especially rough with her. She didn't know how the hell she was going to get through the week without her master.
Billy didn't like the idea of leaving his mother behind, but he sure wasn't going to miss out on a vacation that he had planned for. He didn't figure to get much of a shot at her wild cunt while they were down there anyway.
Billy spent the flight watching the wiggling asses of the sexy stewardesses as they made their way up and down the narrow aisles. Most of the stews weren't that great-looking, except for a tall blonde with a huge pair of tits. She wasn't wearing a bra under her thin blouse and he could see that she had tits even bigger than his mom's ripe melons.
Harry and Joan Williams were waiting for Billy when he got off the plane. He saw them standing by the information booth. They waved as he walked toward them.
Billy had never realized how much alike his mom and her sister looked. Joan was a few years older than Joyce, but those extra years looked good on her tanned face and lush body. She was wearing a pair of smooth, tight pants that showed off her pert ass and firm thighs. Only the three lowest buttons were closed on her thin, white blouse.
"How are you, Billy?" Harry said, racing ahead to take his nephew's suitcase. "It's great you could make it."
"It's good to see you, Uncle Harry," Billy said, having a hard time not staring at Aunt Joan's fat tits.
"I'm sorry your mom's not feeling well," Harry continued. "I hope it's nothing too serious."
"Naw," Billy replied, laughing to himself. "It's just that she's been awfully busy lately and kinda caught a bug."
A bug up her ass. Billy said to himself. But all thoughts of his mom slipped from Billy's mind as he grabbed a quick peek down his aunt's blouse. He was amazed at how firm her tits were, considering their size.
Billy had grown quite a bit in the neatly three years since the last time she had seen him. She liked his strong, athletic build. And Joan hadn't missed the flash of interest he had shown in her boobs.
Until that moment, Joan hadn't been looking forward to babysitting with her nephew for a week. She had planned to palm the teen off on Harry while she and Joyce did a little bar-hopping. But the idea of taking care of the handsome teenager was beginning to appeal to her.
"Welcome to sunny Florida," Joan said, wrapping her arms around Billy's broad shoulders and pressing herself against his hard chest. "How was your flight?" she asked, holding their embrace a little longer than necessary.
Billy could feel his aunt's big nipples through their thin clothing. The scent of her erotic perfume filled his nostrils. He was having a difficult time concealing the growing stiffness between his legs. Joan brushed a thigh across Billy's crotch as she turned from his arms.
"Let's get a move on," Harry cheerfully suggested. "I'm sure you'd like a chance to freshen up a bit," he continued, lifting Billy's bag and heading for the exit nearest the parking lot.
Joan made sure that she walked slightly ahead of her nephew. She wanted to show off her firm, rolling ass. She was careful about being too blatant. Harry was stupid, but he wasn't totally blind. She couldn't really throw herself at the teen.
Billy watched the saucy twitch of his aunt's ass out of the corner of one eye as he bullshitted with his uncle, Joan was turning him on but he was frightened by his thoughts. She had never appeared wild, despite her crazy body and the resemblance she bore to his horny mother.
Harry and Joan were the only rich relatives in the family and Billy was afraid of pissing them off by some wrong move. She wasn't doing anything except standing there beside him as her husband unlocked their Lincoln Continental.
Billy decided to stay very cool and keep out of trouble. His Uncle Harry was the kind of successful businessman that could lend a real helping hand later on.
Harry tossed the suitcase into the trunk and climbed behind the wheel. Joan slid in beside him.
Billy was going for the back door when his uncle stopped him.
"There's plenty of room up front," Harry said, "and you'll have a better view."
"This is your first time down here, isn't it?" Joan asked, turning toward Billy as he climbed in beside her.
"Yes it is," Billy politely replied.
"We really like it better here than in New York. We moved here about three years ago and everything's been really great," Joan continued, surprised at how nervous she was. "We'll give you the grand tour," she added, speaking over the sound of the car coming to life.
Joan's chattering was a sure sign that she was nervous and she hoped that Harry hadn't noticed. She was pretty sure that he hadn't, judging by the way he joined in the running commentary.
Joan rode facing her handsome nephew. When she lifted her arm to point something out, she knew she was pulling her blouse tighter against her braless tits. She caught the teen looking at her hard nipples once, but he quickly turned his gaze out the window. She was a little surprised at how shy her horny sister's son was turning out to be. But she had to admit that his innocence was a real turn on. She liked the idea of showing him the ropes. Her way!
Joan was resting her arm across the top of the seat. When her husband took a sudden, sharp turn, her hand dropped down onto Billy's left shoulder. She left it there for quite a while, pressing her fingertips against his warm skin ever so slightly.
Billy turned to look into his aunt's face, but he found her talking to Harry about something. The teen thought that Joan might be coming on to him, but he wasn't at all sure. She was being very polite, but seemed more interested in the sound of her own voice. The more he thought about it, the more unsure he was. It wasn't her fault that her tits were so big. When she had hugged him at the airport, it wasn't her fault that her hard nipples seared his chest.
Joan took her hand from Billy's shoulder as her husband pulled through the front gates of their estate. Her nephew was very impressed. He had heard stories about their place, but it was even bigger than he imagined. It was located in a remote, wooded area beside the ocean.
Harry nosed the car into a garage at the end of a long, twisting driveway. It wasn't until Billy climbed out of the car that he got his first view of their enormous house. It looked like Uncle Harry was worth even more than his nephew had thought.
The three of them had just about run out of things to say to each other as they strolled up the path to the front of the house. Billy was surprised when the door opened as they approached it. He was even more surprised when he looked inside.
Holding the door open was a tall, thrillingly built woman of about fifty-five. Her soft, brunet hair was streaked with gray and she was wearing a rather drab business suit. But even her bulky shirt and jacket couldn't hide the thrilling curves of her firm body.
"This is our housekeeper, Mrs. Miller," Harry said, introducing the teen to his servant.
"Mr. and Mrs. Williams have told me all about you," Judith Miller said, holding out her hand to Billy. "It's nice to meet you," she continued, her voice professionally controlled.
Up close, Billy wondered if Mrs. Miller was a year or two older than he had first thought. He was beginning to notice deep lines around her eyes and mouth. Her hand felt cool and smooth, but her skin was hard from years of too much sun.
"Hello, Mrs. Miller," Billy responded politely, looking into her face for some clue to her personality.
Billy couldn't see behind the woman's studied expression, but his eyes were already undressing her. Fucking one of the servants seemed like a great way to keep his mind off his aunt's sexy body. And if he got caught, he knew nobody would really give a shit.
"Let me show you the room we've prepared," Joan said, wrapping her arm loosely around Billy's waist and leading him down the marble-floored hall.
At the end of the hall was a large staircase. Joan led the way with Billy behind her and her husband behind him. The horny teenager took a moment to look into the expensively furnished living room before locking his eyes onto his aunt's wild ass as it danced a few inches in front of his face.
Billy was as impressed with his room as he was with the rest of the house. His aunt and uncle had gone to a lot of trouble to make things comfortable for him. A complete scuba outfit rested on a chair in a far corner of the large room.
"Your bathroom's right through that door," Joan said, pointing across the room. "I think you'll find everything you need in there."
"Let's give Billy a chance to catch his breath," Harry said, resting Billy's suitcase on a low table at the foot of the bed. "If there's anything else you need, just yell," he added, walking with his wife to the door.
"Thanks," Billy said, "thanks for everything." Joan flashed her nephew a quick smile as she closed the door behind her. The first thing Billy did was give his cock a good hard tug. He had been wanting to do that ever since he laid eyes on his aunt at the airport. He was just unbuttoning his pants when he heard a soft knock on the door. It was Joan.
"I'm sorry to bother you so soon," Joan said, stepping into Billy's room. "I left my purse over on the dresser by accident," she said, walking across the room to retrieve her bag.
Billy's flustered gaze suddenly focused on her thrusting tits. Joan had opened another button on her blouse since leaving with her husband. Billy was sure of it. As she passed in front of him, he could see her black nipples pressing against the inside of her shirt.
"Are you hungry, dear," Joan said, her voice soft and warm. "Can I get you something to eat?" Billy was staring at her fat tits when she asked her last question. He almost told her that he was hungry for her ripe melons, but he was able to hold himself back. Billy wasn't sure he could control himself that much longer though.
"No thank you, Aunt Joan," he replied, trying to ignore the tremors of lust between his legs.
"Okay then," Joan said, heading for the door. "Why don't you just come downstairs when you feel like it. Take your time," she continued, opening the door just enough for her to slip through. "See you later, honey."
Joan treated her nephew to a lot more than just a quick smile this time. Lingering by the door, she curled her lips up into a warm, inviting smile. She held the smile for a while, then puckered her sensual lips and blew him a soft kiss.
Billy stood looking at the door after Joan had closed it behind her. Things were getting complicated for the teenager. When he was alone with his aunt, she certainly acted a lot friendlier. He was sure that the extra button on her blouse had been popped for his benefit.
Billy wasn't very tired and just took a little time to unpack and wash up. He still wasn't sure how to handle Joan, but he had decided not to make the first move. He didn't want to make a mistake and was pretty sure that his aunt was enjoying her cock-teasing games. He thought it would be fun to play the part of an innocent teen being seduced by his dirty old aunt.
When Billy stepped into the vast living room, he saw his aunt and uncle watching the news while enjoying tall drinks. His mouth watered for a little booze but he decided to keep his drinking habits to himself.
"That didn't take long," Joan said, smiling warmly over the rim of her glass. "Come sit down," she told him, patting the seat beside her. "Why don't you fix Billy something?" Joan suggested to her husband.
"I guess you're old enough for a short one," Harry chuckled, wondering to himself whether or not it was a good idea to give the teenager hard drinks. "What would you like?" he asked, climbing to his feet and heading over toward the bar.
"Gee, I don't know," Billy lied. "Maybe a little Scotch with some water."
Joan turned her body toward Billy as he sat down. She fought back the urge to wrap her arm around his broad shoulders and run her fingers under his shirt. Her fingers tightened on the tall glass to keep from trembling.
With Harry busy at the bar fixing his nephew a drink, Joan had a chance to give Billy a nice, fingering smile. She was pleased when he returned her smile. Perhaps he was getting over his shyness, Joan thought to herself.
"You look all nice and refreshed," Joan said, reaching out and giving Billy's shoulder a quick squeeze while her husband wasn't looking.
All that evening, Harry and Billy talked about the things they were going to do together. The important businessman had always wanted a son, but his wife had not. He respected her wishes and never told her how much he wanted a boy.
Billy knew he was making a good impression on his uncle and was glad. He was showing a real interest in the teen's future. Almost as much interest as his wife was showing the well-hung teenager seated beside her on the sofa.
The following day was beautiful, and after giving his mother a call in the morning, Harry took his nephew out on his cabin cruiser. They romped like father and son, and Billy got his first lesson in scuba diving from his well-trained uncle.
Several times during that day and evening, Billy's thoughts turned to Joan. As he lay in the sun getting a tan, he filled his mind with images of her lush body. He could imagine his face pressed tight against her fat tits, his lips sucking at her throbbing nipples.
That Sunday night, his aunt and uncle had plans to play bridge. Billy was just as glad. It gave him a chance to relax after the strenuous day out on the water. The tired man turned in early that night and was fast asleep when his aunt and uncle came home.
Billy was still sleeping when his uncle left for work the following morning. When his eyes finally opened, it was after eleven o'clock. He smiled as he sat up, enjoying not hearing an alarm clock rattling his eardrums.
Slipping into the robe at the foot of his bed, he headed to his private bathroom and a nice hot shower. It looked like another glorious day, and he wanted to get in as much time at the beach as he could.
After his shower, Billy climbed into his tight swimming trunks and draped a loose-fitting shirt around his shoulders. He didn't bother with any shoes, and headed downstairs to dig up some food. The clean, shore air had given him quite an appetite.
As he padded down the carpeted stairs, the aroma of frying eggs and bacon grew stronger. When he entered the kitchen, he found Judith Miller setting an elaborate breakfast out for him on the large table in the center of the enormous room.
"Sit down, Billy," Judith said brightly, pointing the teen toward his chair. "And good morning," she added, smiling over her shoulder.
Billy's eyes flashed up and down the length of the fifty-five year old woman's body. He could see the firm swells of her asscheeks, even though she was wearing another loose-fitting, business like outfit. She wasn't wearing a jacket, but her apron was strapped over her thrusting tits, hiding them from view.
Billy was hungrier than he had thought. When Judith set a full plate down before him, he took his eyes off her and turned his attention to the food.
His uncle's housekeeper was an excellent cook and Billy was soon happily stuffed.
"Your aunt asked me to tell you that she was down at the beach, if you cared to join her," Judith said, clearing away the dirty dishes.
Judith was still hiding behind her professional facade, but Billy sensed something in her voice when she passed on his aunt's message. He had a feeling that she was wise to what was going on between him and her mistress. He tried to figure out whether she approved or disapproved.
"That sounds nice," Billy answered, staring straight at the swells of her tits as he spoke.
"I'll bring you a towel," Judith said, turning toward a linen closet beside the back door.
Billy watched the sway of the woman's hips as she brought the towel over to the table and placed it in front of him. He didn't hide the fact that he was trying to make out the outline of her fat tits against her clothing, but it still brought no response from the woman.
"There are things I must attend to," Judith said, slipping out of her apron and hanging it on a hook beside the sink.
Mrs. Miller's tits looked firm and thrusting, despite her age and their enormous size. But Billy's view was short lasting. In a few moments, the woman was out of the kitchen, the door swinging closed behind her.
Within a few steps of the side of the house, Billy was wiggling his toes in fine, pure white sand. The morning sun had warmed the dunes and felt good against his bare legs. Before going far, he slipped on a pair of dark glasses.
It took a little looking around, but Billy soon found his aunt, sitting off in a secluded spot near some huge rocks and trees. She was sitting in a beach chair, thumbing through a magazine. Beside her sat a portable bar, with a built-in radio.
Joan sat up and turned around when she heard Billy approaching from behind. She had a glass in one hand and a drunken smile spread across her face. Her eyes went wild when she saw just how well-built the teenager was. As he came closer, she imagined those muscular legs wrapped around her neck as she pumped her face in and out of his hot crotch.
Billy could hardly believe how his aunt looked. She was wearing the smallest string bikini he could imagine. Only the very tips of her swollen boobs were covered by tiny rectangles of fabric. Hardly more than a postage stamp covered her crotch. He could see the tight curls of her pubic hair swirling around the lower portion of her bathing suit.
"Welcome to the ocean," Joan said, making a sweeping gesture with her arm. "Come sit down," she continued, patting a chair that had been set up beside her.
A wide grin spread across Billy's face as he tossed his towel down onto the clean sand. The teen was glad his aunt was expecting him, gad she had brought a chair out for him. But most of all, he was glad she was sitting there in front of his eyes almost totally naked, showing off her thrilling body.
"Scotch and water, wasn't it?" Joan asked, leaning over the portable bar to fix her nephew and herself fresh drinks.
As Joan leaned to the side, she rolled her body onto her right hip. She knew she was treating the teen to a spectacular view of her naked ass. She could almost feel the heat of his stare delving deep into the crack of her ass.
"Scotch and water will be fine," Billy finally replied, the words sticking in his dry throat.
When Joan turned to give Billy his drink, her eyes flashed down between his legs. She was pleased to fine his cock rock-hard, pushing out the front of his suit. Her mouth watered as she guessed the size of the treasure imprisoned in his bathing trunks.
Joan and Billy didn't say much as they relaxed in the sun, enjoying their drinks. They grabbed quick peeks of each other's bodies. The hot sun made the booze they were drinking that much more potent. As soon as they were finished with their first round of drinks, Joan fixed them both another.
"Harry's very interested in you," Joan said, turning slightly toward the teen. "And he can do a lot for you," she continued, lifting her sunglasses so their eyes could meet. "I'm more than a little interested in you myself," she laughed, reaching out to caress his hard thigh. Joan's long, slender fingers felt exciting against Billy's bare skin. He could feel her sharp nails gently scratching him, and it sent shivers of lust racing up the teen's spine. His growing prick was beginning to ache as it was crushed against the material of his suit.
Joan's fingers grabbed the outline of Billy's cock and began massaging the throbbing lump of hot flesh. She thrilled to the sight of her nephew's handsome body going rigid beneath her touch.
Joan pulled her hand out of Billy's crotch as quickly as she had shoved it between his legs. She could hear the low moan in the teen's throat as she climbed to her feet.
"The sun's getting a little warm, dear," Joan said, her voice dripping with sex. "Let's go into the shade for a little while," she continued, standing directly in front of Billy's chair with her horny cunt pushed out toward him.
Joan didn't step out from in front of Billy when he stood up. Instead, she wrapped her arms around his neck just as she had at the airport two days before. Brushing the folds of his lightweight shirt out of the way, she snuggled her nearly bare tits against the teenager's hard chest.
But instead of kissing him on the cheek as she had done at the airport, Joan's mouth assaulted Billy's. She forced her tongue between his lips and teeth, deep into the moist heat of his mouth.
Billy pushed his hips forward, pressing his cock into the churning heat of his aunt's crotch. His hands reached around to the mounds of Joan's asscheeks as they kissed. He was thrilled at how smooth and cool her skin was. The feel of their bodies was another thing that Joan and her sister had in common, Billy realized.
Joan responded to Billy's hands on her ass and his dick pushing hard between her legs. She responded to the taste of his spit as she licked the inner walls of his mouth. She responded to the trembling in his strong body.
"Come on," she said, pulling out of their embrace and turning toward a cluster of trees off to the side.
Billy couldn't wait to get his aunt into those trees. He wanted her hot body right there and then, and saw no reason not to take it. Reaching out, his strong hand grabbed Joan's right asscheek and with one quick tug spun her entire body around. The bottom of her string bikini fell around her ankles.
Billy hadn't expected the look of wanton lust that filled Joan's face. He knew she was turned on, but didn't know the fire burning between her legs had grown so large. But he had noticed the growing between his own legs, and the tightness of his trunks. Pulling the material covering his crotch out of the way, Billy let his fat prick enjoy the warmth of the sun.
Joan thought she would faint as her eyes danced up and down the length of Billy's swollen cock. And the sight of his blood-filled cockhead shining in the bright sunlight was more than she could stand.
"Come here, lover!" she growled, dropping down onto her knees and wrapping her arms around his ass. "Let me give you a nice, big kiss," Joan moaned, pressing her lips to the side of her nephew's thick cock.
When she pulled her face out from between Billy's legs, Joan's lips were moist with her saliva. They were curled up into a wide, lewd smile when she looked up into his face.
Billy couldn't decide whose lips felt better on his cock, his aunt's or his mother's. He needed more of a sample of Joan's work, he thought to himself, reaching down and pulling his aunt's head back between his trembling legs.
Joan was thrilled at how quickly the teen had lost all his shyness. She responded to the urgings of his fingers on the back of her head. Opening her lips as wide as she could, Joan sucked the head of the teen's prick into the steaming heat of her mouth. In another instant, her tongue was working hard against the underside of his throbbing shaft.
Billy's hips jerked forward, ramming more and more of his cock into his aunt's face. He felt her struggling to accept his burning tool. She was doing one hell of a job, the teenager thought to himself as he reached over and tore off the top of Joan's bikini.
Joan's tits popped out with the firmness of a twenty-year-old's proud knockers. Her stiff nipples pressed against the front of Billy's thighs as she pushed herself deeper between the teen's powerful legs. Her fingers reached up to play with his balls. She could feel the cum boiling within them as she weighed each ball in her skilled fingers.
When she tasted the first drop of her nephew's sweet cum, Joan's mouth went wild. She rammed the head of his dick deep into her throat and began raping the shit out of his prick with her lips, tongue and teeth. He could hear the sounds of her sucking mouth over the howl of the wind. He could feel her fingers crawling into the crack of his ass. She soon found the tight ring of his asshole and began playing with it.
As her mouth tightened around the base of Billy's shaft, she rammed a sharp finger deep into the teen's shit chute. The heat of his bowels felt marvelous as she gently massaged the inner walls of his asshole. Joan could see that Billy was a lot more experienced than she had first thought, judging by the way he was wriggling his ass back against her delving finger.
"Come on, you bitch!" Billy screamed. "Suck My cock!"
Joan couldn't think of anything that she'd rather do. She pumped her mouth up and down Billy's prick as she felt his cum bloating his cock. The first drop of fluid she had tasted made her wildly hungry for a good swallow of steaming cock juice.
The jism burst from the tip of Billy's prickhead and splashed down the back of Joan's throat. Her mouth increased its slaving as each spurt filled her quivering belly.
Joan struggled to keep every drop of Billy's cum, but she wasn't able to swallow fast enough. A small stream of white cream rolled from the corner of her mouth.
When Joan had sucked the last drop of jism from his softening tool, she let Billy pull his cock from the tightness of her throat. His dick came out with a "pop", flopping against Joan's cum-stained cheek.
Even though Billy had just shot a full load down his aunt's throat, the sight of her fat tits turned him on. He couldn't wait to sink his teeth into her firm, ripe melons. He wanted to feel her hard nipples throbbing between his hungry lips.
Dropping down onto his knees, Billy buried his face into Joan's thrusting tits. Her fingers moved to the back of his neck and were massaging his tight muscles. She was almost panting as he sucked the tip of her right tit into his mouth.
"Mmmm good, baby, good," Joan moaned, thrusting her entire body up against the teen's lips.
Billy was more than amazed to see his dock hard as a steel shaft just minutes after a satisfying orgasm. But there was no mistake. His cock was throbbing for more action.
Billy wasn't the only one surprised by his staying-power. Joan could feel his hard shaft pressing against her soft skin, and she knew just what to do with it. Reaching between his legs, she began slowly jerking him off. She intended to bring his cock off in her hand and rub the hot cum into her tits. She attributed their firmness to her periodic cock juice bathes.
And if the cum from those old fuckers she picked up in bars was that good, she could imagine how good Billy's clean jism would be for her skin. She knew that to get another full load so soon, she would have to proceed slowly.
Billy didn't know what Joan was thinking, and couldn't have cared less. He had his own plan for his second load, and he intended to have his way. His aunt had wiggled her fat ass at him for the last three days. He was going to give her just what she had been asking for. A good ass-fuck!
"On your hands and knees, Aunt Joan," Billy said politely, urging her around as he lifted his face from her tits.
Joan looked down to see her thrusting book covered with the wetness of her nephew's spit. Her nipples looked well chewed. She could see Billy's teeth marks in her darkly tanned skin. She was thrilled at Billy's eagerness and decided to put off her cum bath until later.
Joan quickly got into position, pushing her ass straight into Billy's face. She groaned loudly as his fingers caressed the rounded perfection of her asscheeks. The tips of his fingers strayed into the deep crack of her ass. In another moment, he was playing with the tight ring of her asshole.
Pulling her cheeks apart, Billy pressed his face into the crack of his aunt's ass. His lips quickly found her puckered asshole and began sucking on it. He shoved his tongue into the hole once, then again and again. With a skill that surprised his aunt, Billy forced his tongue all the way up into her shit chute.
Joan had never been tongue-fucked up the ass before that moment. She could feel the cream in her cunt coming to a boil and overflowing her quivering pussy lips. Her clitoris was burning for the feel of the base of his cock grinding into it as he fucked the shit out of her cunt.
When Billy had filled his aunt's asshole with spit, he pulled his face out from between the twin mounds and stood straight up on his knees. Digging his hands into her firm hips, he snuggled his dick into the crack of her ass. The teen caught his breath as Joan reached behind and took hold of his tool. While her fingers danced up and down its thick length, she fit its swollen head to the tight ring of her asshole.
"Hold on, lover!" Joan screamed, throwing her entire body back against the hardness of Billy's burning cock.
On the very first try, Joan had captured nearly half of the teenager's hot meat. She had an experienced asshole, and it loved the freshness of her nephew's cock. She could feel his tender balls bouncing against her ass as he rammed forward to meet her.
Billy could actually feel muscles deep in his aunt's body sucking away at his cock as he pressed deeper and deeper into her shit box. His dick was scalded by the heat from her bowels. As he plowed Joan's asshole, Billy reached around to his aunt's tits. His strong fingers dug into her firm meat, enjoying the way her body bucked beneath his pumping prick.
"Shake that fuckin' ass of yours!" Billy screamed, his hips shooting forward to sink his shaft even deeper into her ass.
Joan was more than happy to comply with her stud's wishes. He had to hold on for dear life as she twisted and thrashed beneath him, driving his cock to the deepest recesses of her wanton body.
Billy rode his aunt's body like a bronco buster. His balls ached and he fought back the urge to shoot his load into her asshole that very minute.
"Oh baby! I'm coming, I'm coming!" Joan screamed, slamming two fingers up her own cunt.
Joan ground her palm into her throbbing clitoris as she fingered herself. The tips of her fingers could feel the pressure of Billy's cock thrusts against the thin walls of her twat. She massaged his mighty tool through her cunt.
Billy couldn't hold back his surging orgasm forever. When he felt his aunt climaxing beneath him, the teen let loose a hot flood of cum into Joan's asshole. He could feel his own cock soaking in the thickness of his creaming jism.
Before returning to the house that afternoon, Joan had taken a cuntful and another mouthful of Billy's cum. She couldn't have been more impressed with his performance. She intended to encourage her husband's generous behavior.
And she had a chance to be impressed again and again during the following week. Every time Harry wasn't looking, Joan found a way to take another of Billy's loads into her horny body. It had been a long time since she had been so well fucked, and she made up her mind to enjoy every second of it.



CHAPTER FIVE


Joyce enjoyed a few days of being left alone but soon grew to miss her son terribly. She spent all her time finger-fucking herself and thinking about Billy. To make things more realistic, she bound her hands and feet with heavy ropes. As she worked on her clit, she strained against her bonds, digging the coarse material into her soft, sensitive skin.
Of course, those little fantasies weren't anywhere near as good as the real thing, but they did make her cunt all wet and happy. To help things out even more, she kept some pictures she and her son had taken together with a Polaroid camera.
Joyce's eyes danced from one picture to the next. She looked at pictures of her face with Billy's dick rammed down her throat, shoved in her cud or up her ass. She really pumped her pussy as her eyes scanned a photo of her face lost in the deep crack of her son's ass. The remote control switch on the camera allowed them to pose in wild, sexy ways.
That Friday afternoon, Joyce knew she would have to drag herself out of bed and go to the store. Billy was due home in two days, and she wanted to make sure that the house was well stocked with all the things that her son liked to eat and drink.
Joyce returned from the supermarket and the liquor store at about four o'clock. When she pulled her car into the driveway, she saw Billy's friends, Bob, Tom and Eddie. It was the first time she had seen them since the night of the party the previous week. She wasn't quite sure how to act as the three teenagers turned toward her.
"How are you, Mrs. Lankin?" Tom said, snickering at the false formality in his manner. "Let me give you a hand with that," he continued, taking the loaded bag from her arms.
As Tom reached around the paper sack, he let his hands brush across the swells of Joyce's braless tits. He could feel her hard nipples through the thin blouse she was wearing. He laughed in her face as a shiver of lust traveled up her spine.
"You got anything for me?" Bob added, seeing the little trick Tom had pulled, and jealous for a feel of Mrs. Lankin's juicy boobs.
"Hey," Eddie spoke up, "I thought you were taking Billy down to Florida."
"I wasn't feeling quite up to going on vacation," Joyce began. "A little tired out," she added, smiling warmly over her shoulder at the handsome teenagers. "But Billy went down to spend a week with my sister and brother-in-law."
"You mean you're all alone?" Tom asked, stepping a little closer to the sexy woman.
"I'm afraid so," Joyce replied, licking her lips as she allowed her eyes to travel down to the teen's crotch.
Joyce turned toward her house. The smile on her lips told the teens everything they needed to know. Mrs. Lankin was more than ready for anything they could think up. As a matter of fact, she knew she could think of a few tricks of her own.
The blood began pounding in her brain as she led the three teens to her door. She hoped no nosy neighbors were watching her invite the teens into her house. Her fingers trembled as she unlocked the front door.
Bob stepped up beside her as she tried to make the key work. She could sense the strength in his hard, athletic body. Joyce's cunt was throbbing with desire for the teenage stud.
"Let me give you a hand with that," Bob said, dropping a hand to the firmness of Joyce's left asscheek.
Joyce gasped at the teen's boldness. Of course she had let the very same teens fuck her blind the week before. It was hard to keep them at arm's length when each had ripped into her cunt, asshole and mouth with their raging cocks.
Joyce was finally able to get the door open. It was a relief to be out of the bright sunlight and away from prying eyes. The cool air inside made her skin tingle with excitement.
Bob and Eddie headed straight for the bar while Tom went into the kitchen with the bag he was carrying. Joyce's throat really felt dry and she asked the teens to fix her a nice big drink.
"Here you go," Bob laughed, holding out a full bottle of Scotch.
Tom had returned to the living room and all three teens laughed at Bob's little joke. Joyce joined in their laughter, wanting to show them that she had a good sense of humor. Playing along, she took the bottle from the teen, lifted it to her lips and swung her head back. She didn't stop swallowing till Scotch ran over her lips and down to stain her thin blouse.
"Come here, you cunt," Eddie said, his voice suddenly taking on a cruel edge.
Joyce hurried to answer Eddie's call. She stood in front of him as he took a joint out of his pocket and brought it to his lips. He took a pack of matches out of the same pocket and handed it to Billy's mother.
"Light it!" Eddie ordered.
Joyce quickly did as she was told. Striking a match, she held it to the tightly rolled tip of the joint. Eddie reached out and grabbed her hand, squeezing hard. All the teens laughed as the match burned down to Joyce's fingertips. They all enjoyed the tortured look on her face.
Bob and Tom moved to either side of Joyce. They both grabbed her ass through the material of her skin-tight jeans. She could feel their hard cocks pressing against her thighs as they snuggled up close, humping against her body while Eddie had his sadistic fun.
Joyce kept her eyes shut as she listened to the rasping sound of the teenagers' laughter. She couldn't keep herself from responding to their savage lust. She could feel the blood racing through her body.
Eddie started passing the joint around while Joyce took another deep swallow out of her Scotch bottle. She hoped the booze would take control quickly. She had an idea that these studs were going to get rough. Her mind was filled with all the disgusting, perverted things they had done to her. It made her cunt quiver with anticipation.
"Let's get her up into the bedroom," Bob said.
"Yeah," Tom agreed. "I don't want to bust my ass on that hard floor again," he said, tightening his hold on Joyce's left asscheek.
Eddie dug his fingers into the ripe lushness of Joyce's tit. She could feel her throbbing nipple burning his palm through the sheer material of her summer blouse. Using her boob like a doorknob, Eddie twisted Joyce around and led her to the stairway. His two friends were right behind, still yanking on the woman's saucy ass.
Joyce kept drinking all the way up to her bedroom. Her entire body trembled as the three teens left her in the middle of the room and climbed onto the bed. She watched as each of them opened their pants and pulled their stiff cocks out.
Joyce's mouth watered at the sight of all that meat. The smell of their pricks filled the air, adding fuel to the flames of lust that burned between her legs.
"Put on a show for us!" Eddie ordered, pulling out another joint and lighting it.
Joyce was glad for something to do. She was feeling a little silly standing there not doing anything. She turned to the stereo that Billy had brought from his room and picked out a few of his favorite records to play. She was sure that his friends would like the wild rock she had decided on. Turning the amplifier up all the way, she returned to center stage.
"Let's go!" Tom hollered. "Let's see a little tit and ass, honey!" he continued, drawing smoke into his lungs.
"Yeah," Bob agreed, "let's see some action!"
Joyce couldn't think of anything that she'd rather do. Swaying her hips in wide circles, she undid the waistband of her jeans. She shoved the garment down on her hips, low enough to show off the curls of her pubic hair. She left her pants halfway down her hips and turned her attention to the blouse covering her braless tits.
The material of Joyce's blouse was soaked with her perspiration and clung to her sexy curves like a second skin. She was glad she hadn't worn panties. It gave her friends something to look at while she unbuttoned her shirt.
Every eye in the room was set on Joyce's fat tits as she slipped out of her blouse and tossed it into the corner. Nakedly displaying her proud, thrusting boobs, she cupped her fingers under each ripe melon, holding her tits out for their approval.
The tips of Joyce's fingers played with her nipples, making them even harder and darker then they already were. With a wide, lewd grin spread across her face, Joyce lifted her right tit up to her drooling mouth.
"Look at that slut go!" Eddie laughed, watching Joyce wrap her lips around her right nipple and start sucking the shit out of the throbbing nub.
All three teens had been pumping their cocks while watching Joyce's wanton display. Their fingers ran up and down the erect lengths of their pricks. They could all feel the cum boiling up in their balls.
With her mouth sucking away on her tit, Joyce's free hand reached into her pants. She began finger-fucking herself, with the front of her jeans hiding the action from her admirers. She was teasing them, turning them on until their hot cocks burned their fingers.
Joyce's rolling hips pushed the tight jeans down her legs until they were wrapped in a soft puddle around her ankles. Responding to a new, wilder record on the stereo, she lashed her body first one way and then the other, stepping out of her pants and kicking them out of the way.
But the teens' view of Joyce's finger-stuffed cunt was brief. She spun around and bent forward, displaying the tight hole of her ass. She yanked her cream-covered fingers from her pussy and brought them around to her shit box. With Tom, Bob and Eddie's cheers ringing in her ears, Joyce slammed her fingers deep into the tight, puckered hole.
"Get the fuck over here!" Eddie screamed, losing patience because of the pounding between his legs.
Joyce stood up straight, but didn't pull her finger out of her ass. Turning toward the bed, the tip of her right tit popped from her mouth. The spit dripped from her breast.
"Keep your finger shoved up your ass, sweetheart," Bob laughed. "I want it nice and open for my fat cock!"
The thought of the bastard slamming his short, thick dick into her asshole made Joyce shiver with lust. She remembered how rough the teen had been with her the week before and she prayed that he would be up to full strength.
When the teenagers got hold of Mrs. Lankin's body, they went crazy. Tom mauled Joyce's fat tits, Eddie rammed his hand between her legs and Bob attacked her ass. They twisted her in all directions at the same time, positioning her around their bloated pricks.
Joyce felt her asscheeks being spread apart and Bob's cockhead pressed into the deep, dark crack. She could feel the throbbing heat of his shaft pushing against the puckered ring of her asshole. His strong fingers dug into the firm flesh of her asscheeks, ripping them apart as far as they would go.
Joyce humped down against Eddie's hand while pushing her shit hole hard against the bloated tip of Bob's prick. She squirmed the lower half of her body while feeding Tom her thrusting boobs.
Tom couldn't get enough of Joyce's incredible body. His hands clawed her bum flesh. He sank his teeth into her hot skin. She was perspiring, and he loved the salty taste of her sweat. He toyed with her nipples, rolling first one, then the other between his sharp-edged teeth. Every once in a while, he bit down. He could feel the shiver of lust shaking Joyce each time.
Eddie had better things in mind than just letting his best friend's mother leak pussy juice all over his hand. He was a lot more interested in slamming the full thickness of his cock up into her quivering cunt.
"Open your fucking legs up, bitch!" Eddie screamed, yanking her clamp thighs apart. "Gimme a shot at that sloppy old pussyhole of yours!"
Joyce didn't like him calling her cunt old, but she knew he was right. And she couldn't wait to get his cock deep inside it. She couldn't wait to feel her twat-lips straining around the thick base of his dick as he ground his shaft hard against her throbbing clit.
Bob's prick tore into Joyce's asshole with the force of a locomotive. He pounded his hips against the swells of her asscheeks again and again, driving the swollen head of his cock deeper and deeper into her bowels.
There was only one thing that Joyce missed. Her hands urged Tom's body around so that she could swallow up the thickness of his blood-filled dick. She pushed her face down onto his shaft, until her chin bounced against his balls.
When Eddie slammed his cock up Joyce's pussy, he could feel his friend's cock pumping in and out of her through the back door. He didn't bother thinking about the beating her body was taking. His own pleasure was too important.
Joyce took the full length of Tom's cock deep into her throat. Her tongue scrubbed the underside of his tool. She ignored the shooting pain in her neck just as she ignored all the other agonies that her body suffered at the hands of her three lovers.
Bob's cock was the first to explode, sending a flood of hot cum shooting up Mrs. Lankin's asshole. He felt her react, felt the muscles in her ass tighten on his burning prick. His balls were crushed against the firm mounds of her asscheeks as they pumped more and more jism into her squirming shit chute.
Eddie's cock came next, erupting its load up her cunt. He could feel each spurt splashing against the inner walls of her pussy. He could feel his dick covered with his own juices, making his tool slip faster and faster in and out of her overflowing twat.
Tom's dick was the last to explode, and it was the load that Joyce enjoyed the most. She fought not to drown on the flood from his shooting cock. His cum was hot and thick and tasted sweet as it dripped down into her hungry belly.
Joyce didn't notice the rough treatment her teens were handing out as their three mighty dicks pumped her full of jism. One orgasm flowed into the next in her swirling mind.
When her three lovers pulled themselves off her body, Joyce knew that she was a mess. Watching their limp pricks hanging down between their legs, she was reminded about how much hard fucking she had just taken. Just moving into a comfortable position was tough as hell.
Tom slumped over to the dresser against the wall and picked up the bottle that Joyce had left beside the turntable. He coughed on his first slug, but took another one right away. The booze immediately made him feel a little stronger. He pressed the bottle to Eddie as he flopped back down onto the bed.
"Lady," Tom said, reaching out and grabbing Joyce's ass, "you sure can fuck!"
Bob had dragged himself over to an overstuffed arm chair and plopped himself down into it. His dick was really drained, and it rested heavily on the seat between his legs. From where the teen was sitting, he had a perfect view of Joyce. She was lying on her stomach, her sweet ass facing him. He could see his own cum rolling down her ass-crack.
Eddie sat up straight, took the bottle from Tom and wolfed down a long swallow. The strong fluid burned his dry throat, but he held back the gagging reflex. After the first drink, the teen took a second, longer belt.
Joyce was just starting to clear the cobwebs from her mind. Every muscle in her body ached. Every bone in her body felt broken. One thing was sure, she needed a good stiff drink to get her head back on straight.
"How about giving me a drink?" Joyce said, rolling onto her side.
"Sorry," Tom said, draining the last drops from the bottle. "You're just gonna have to get us some more," he told her, tossing the empty bottle onto the floor.
"Yeah," Bob agreed. "And get the grass out of my pocket before you go," he told her.
Joyce was careful not to disturb Tom or Eddie as she climbed out of bed. The pain was beginning to die down a little as she stood up, but her legs were weak and she was afraid of falling. Cum dribbled from her asshole, cunt and mouth.
Bending down to look in Bob's pants for his grass, Joyce did stumble down to her knees. The flop of her big tits and ass brought howls of laughter from the teens. When she found the stuff, she didn't bother getting back on her feet. She brought the pot to Bob crawling on her hands and knees, letting her ripe tits sway back and forth as she moved toward him.
Bob gave Joyce's tits a good feel as he reached out to take the knotted, plastic bag. She leaned forward, pushing her face between his legs. As he watched, she pressed a hot kiss to the head of his spent cock. She thrilled to the taste of his cum and her shit coating his tool.
"The matches are over here on the floor," Eddie called out. "Right where you left them before," he added, reminding her of their sadistic game earlier.
Joyce hadn't forgotten. Lifting her face from between Bob's legs, she turned to get the matches. She was acting like a trained dog and knew the teens were enjoying the entertainment. She was sure Bob liked the view of her fucked-out asshole.
After finishing her tasks, Joyce crawled out of the room. She wiggled her ass wildly to give everyone a thrill. They were calling her filthy names and laughing as she looked back over her shoulder. Her lips were curled into a lewd, sensual smile. Very slowly, she drew them into a kiss. She imagined she was pressing them against her son's throbbing prick.



CHAPTER SIX


Joyce watched her son's plane taxi in after the landing. She was standing by the gangway as the giant 747 was locked into place and made ready to unload. She stood on her toes to see over the heads of the first departing passengers.
She was genuinely excited. Joyce had missed her son and was glad to have him back. After all the fucking she had enjoyed while he was away, the proud mother liked her son's brutal technique the very best.
At the first sight of her teenage stud, Joyce began to jump and wave. More than a few nearby men turned to watch the woman's fat tits and firm ass wiggling beneath the summer-weight cotton dress she was wearing. The outline of her rock-hard nipples was clear against the front of the garment.
"Billy! Billy!" Joyce called out, rushing forward against the flow of exiting passengers.
"Hello, Mom," Billy replied, pushing past some of the other people leaving the plane.
Billy dropped his suitcase beside him as Joyce threw herself into her arms. He compared the feel of her body to Joan's. She felt firmer, more exciting. Her tits thrust forward with more strength, her hard nipples burning through the layers of their clothing.
Joyce snuggled her crotch against Billy's, not worrying about who might be watching. She was too thrilled by the feel of his cock responding to the roll of her hungry cunt. She could feel him pressing back and was glad she hadn't bothered wearing anything beneath her thin dress.
Joyce and Billy laughed and joked as they walked to her car. Their thighs brushed against each other as they moved, Joyce was really thrilled at how happy her son looked to be home. And his deep tan made her cunt throb with desire.
Joyce let her son drive home. He didn't have a license but she knew how much he enjoyed it. With him behind the wheel, it gave her a chance to cop a quick suck of his prick.
It was good to be home, Billy had to admit. In the short time he had been in Florida, he had forgotten just what a great mouth his old lady had. His dick was getting harder and harder as she pushed more of it down her throat.
Joyce sucked air through her nose as she slobbered her mouth up and down the thick shaft of her son's prick. She held back the urge to gag as Billy pushed the blunt tip of his cock hard against the back of her throat.
Joyce knew she should have told her son that Karen Forbes was waiting back at the house. She was frightened that he wasn't going to like the surprise they had planned for his welcome home.
Joyce and Karen had spoken of Billy the night before. Mrs. Lankin was so proud of her son that she told his teacher all about the things they had done together. By the time she was finished with her story, Karen made her promise that she could try the little bastard out. As she reached under Billy to cup his balls, she hoped that her son would be pleased with what she and his teacher had planned.
Billy almost drove off the side of the road when his cock exploded. The sound of his mother's slaving mouth filled the car as he rammed his prick as deep into her throat as it would go. He had stored up a lot of cum looking at the stewardesses on the flight and he was glad for the chance to blow it off.
Joyce didn't lose one drop of her son's jism. He tasted as sweet as always. Nothing else made her stomach feel so warm and comfortable. She liked the way the thick cream coated her throat as it dripped into her quivering belly.
Karen had a side to the plan that she hadn't told Joyce Lankin about. It was Sunday afternoon, the day that her perverted roommate trained the girls' cheerleading squad. Barbara Gilbert had shown Karen just hew well disciplined her girls were, and Karen was looking forward to introducing her roommate and her twenty cheerleaders to Joyce and her son.
Actually Karen knew that there would be no need to introduce Billy to most of those girls. The observant teacher had seen just about every sexy bitch wiggle her ass at the handsome teen. She knew Billy Lankin was considered the best stud in school. As a matter of fact, she had thought about trying the teenager's cock out and was glad to get the chance.
Lighting one of the joints that Joyce had left on the table beside the bed, Karen leaned up to the phone and dialed the number of her apartment. The phone rang twelve times before Barbara answered it.
"Hi, sugar," Karen said. "What the hell took you so long picking up the phone?"
"For chrissakes," the well-built blonde moaned, "I was in the shower." Barbara shivered, wrapping the towel tighter around her wet body.
"Oh, I'm sorry, baby," Karen replied. "I wish I was there to help you dry yourself off," she continued, dropping her voice into a sexy whisper.
"I wouldn't mind that myself," Barbara mused, dropping her hand between her legs as she patted her cunt dry.
Karen was glad that Barbara really wasn't in a bad mood. It was obvious she had spent the morning and most of the afternoon having her pussy licked by her students. Being teacher-adviser to the cheerleaders was a natural job for the sexy-looking gym instructor. Barbara had already shoved her tongue up into most of the girls' twats.
"Did you have a good workout this afternoon?" Karen teased, knowing that Barbara needed her shower to wash the grass stains off her ass.
Barbara laughed, enjoying her roommate's sense of humor. Her fingers still worked hard between her smooth thighs, even though her cunt was dry. She had to drop down into the chair beside the phone. Her legs had grown weak as she massaged her clitoris.
Karen could hear the change on her roommate's voice. She could hear Barbara's breathing deepen. She could hear the woman's lips brushing against the mouthpiece of the phone as she spoke.
Barbara listened as Karen explained about the party she wanted to throw that evening. It seemed like a great idea. They would have the whole Lankin house to play in, and Barbara promised to get all the girls together in time.
Billy was just stuffing his cock back into his pants as he turned the corner down his block. He had taken the long way home from the airport, showing off his driving skill and hoping that he would pass someone he knew.
Billy got his wish as he pulled up in front of his house. Tom, Bob, Eddie and Stan were hanging out, bullshitting with one another. They all crowded around the car as he pulled it up to the curb. Eddie stood on the passenger side, reaching in and feeling up Joyce's fat tits.
"Pretty sharp, pretty sharp," Bob said, envious of his friend sitting behind the wheel of the expensive car.
"Some tan you got there," Stan added.
"Hey," Billy replied, "it's good seeing you guys. Why don't you come iii for a little smoke and a little drink?" he graciously invited his friends.
"That's all?" Eddie laughed, gripping his hands around Joyce's right tit and twisting the shit out of it.
All five teens howled at Joyce's humiliation. There was nothing she could do except sit there and enjoy the teenager's rough treatment. Billy had been very clear about her being very friendly with his pals.
Joyce didn't know what the hell to say about Karen sitting nude up in her bedroom. There was really no way of bringing it up to her son as his friends played with her body. She was wondering how Karen was going to react to the unexpected guests. Neither of them had figured on this turn of events.
In another moment, Joyce and Billy were piling out of the car, leading the four teens they had met to the front door. The horny woman walked a little ahead of the others, showing off the swirl of her saucy ass. She wanted to show her son that she had not forgotten his rules about being friendly to his pals.
Billy and his friends stopped dead in their tracks the moment they stepped into the living room. None of them had expected the sight that greeted them, smiling up from the large, leather-covered sofa dominating the room.
Karen had moved from the bedroom downstairs, and was sitting on the couch, sipping a tall drink. For Billy's arrival, she had slipped on her tight-fitting jeans. The faded material caressed her firm thighs and ass, showing off the deep crack between her asscheeks. The garment fit so snugly, she knew the teens looking between her legs could see the outline of her soft, hungry cuntlips.
"What the hell are you doing here?" Billy asked, his eyes jumping from one naked tit to the other.
Karen took her time answering her student's question. She was enjoying all the attention her wild body was receiving. She hadn't expected Joyce to bring back so many good-looking studs, and she couldn't have been happier. The five best cocks in school were standing before her, digging the ripe fruit hanging on display for their benefit.
"I came over yesterday to talk to your mother." Karen replied, leaning back into the comfortable couch and spreading her legs until everyone could see the damp spot staining the crotch of her pants. "To talk about you," she continued, pointing her hard, dark nipples directly at the handsome teenager.
"I meant to tell you, darling," Joyce began, wrapping a soft arm around her son's waist, "but we got into other things," she explained, dropping a hand down to her cunt.
Billy's cock was as hard as a steel rod as he watched his wild-assed English teacher begin pressing her long, slender fingers hard against her pussy. He could see the damp spot getting darker and bigger as she kept it up for a while.
Stan had heard a lot about Billy's mother, but he hadn't had a chance to try her out yet. As a matter of fact, that's what he, Tom, Bob and Eddie had been bullshitting about when Joyce's car pulled up. His buddies were telling him what a tramp Mrs. Lankin was. Stan thought she was the wildest-looking piece of ass he had seen in his eighteen-year-old life. Even with the slutty teacher sitting there, her fat tits hanging out, he only had eyes for Billy's mother.
Joyce was thrilled when she felt the teen's hand resting on her right asscheek. In the blur of faces and cocks that filled her mind, she wasn't sure whether Stan's prick was a past victory. One way or the other though, she was going to get a good taste of his cum before the day was through. Joyce promised herself that as she pushed her firm ass hard against the teen's strong hand.
"Sit down, guys," Karen announced, jumping to her feet. "Make yourselves comfortable while I get us all some drinks."
Contented grunts slipped from the teens' throats as they took up their teacher's suggestion in another second, the room began filling up with grass and hash smoke. All eyes were focused on Karen's hot little ass as she busied herself at the bar. Each stud cheerfully called out his order as she loaded the large tray with their drinks.
Joyce was getting hotter and hotter just thinking about Stan's prick. She was glad that Karen was putting on such a delightful performance. It gave her a chance to pull the teen off to the side, have his burning dick all to herself. With his hand sneaking up under her skirt, she led him into a corner of the room, to an overstuffed armchair.
Stan's cock was already bloated to full size when the tips of his fingers found their way to the tight ring of her asshole. The slut hadn't worn panties. She rammed back against his hand, trying to push a finger into the steaming hole of her shit box.
But Stan was too inexperienced to understand Joyce's need to have her ass fucked. He thought his touch was annoying her. When he flopped down onto the chair, he let his fingers slip from the deep crack of her ass.
"Why the fuck did you stop fingering my asshole, darling?" Joyce asked, sitting on his lap and wrapping her arms around his neck. "Did you want to slam your dick up there instead?" she continued, grinding her mouth down onto his trembling lips.
Stan certainly wasn't stupid. Joyce was humping her ass against the growing bulge in the front of his pants. The thought of shoving his cock up her shit box made his prick grow even thicker. With her skirt bunched up high around her waist, he could feel the burning heat of her naked skin on his lap.
Joyce liked the feel of her lover's prick, but she wanted more than just the feel of it. She wanted to feel that burning tool fucking away at her mouth, her cunt, and her tight-ringed asshole. She wanted to feel his cum filling her up. She wanted to taste the sweetness of his jism.
Squirming around on his lap, Joyce reached down to the waistband of his jeans. Her skillful fingers soon had the garment open. Stan's fat cock popped out of his pants. The blood-filled head of his dick poked its way through the folds of his underwear.
Placing a knee on either side of Stan's lap, Joyce lowered herself down onto the stiff shaft pointing out from between the teen's legs. She held his tool steady as she forced the blood-filled cockhead into the mouth of her shit hole.
Billy, Tom, Bob and Eddie all squeezed onto the couch. They were passing joints and hash pipes to each other as Karen returned with their drinks. Each of them had spent many hours in Miss Forbes' class, thinking about fucking the living shit out of her wild body. Suddenly, all their dreams were coming true.
Of course Billy took the credit for setting the whole thing up. It was another way to show his friends what a big man he was.
Karen knew her manners. The first teen to be served had to be Billy. He was obviously guest of honor and she wanted to give him his due. Standing before him, she bent at the waist, holding out the tray and pushing her fat tits right into his face.
Billy didn't need another invitation. He reached up, passing his drink and wrapping his fingers around the heavy melon of her left boob. She happily rubbed her nipple against his palm, enjoying the sensations surging through her horny body.
"This is just like being in school!" Tom laughed, watching his leader handling the teacher's tit.
"Yeah," Eddie agreed. "Just like the other day when you were giving out those tests," he smirked, knowing that it would soon be his turn to feel up Miss Forbes' incredible body.
"How'd we do, Teach!" Bob joined in, reaching up and shoving his hand between her legs.
Karen was swooning with delight. All those cocks were hers, and she intended to put them all to good, hard use. The thought of Barbara and her cheerleading squad on their way made her cunt throb with excitement as she ground it down against Bob's strong, skilled fingers. It was clear that the teenager was well versed in the art of taking care of an adult cunt.
"Yeah, Miss Forbes, tell us how we did on your test," Billy ordered, digging the sharp edges of his teeth into the dark flesh of her left nipple.
"That was only the first part of the test," Karen announced, rubbing the back of Billy's head as she smiled lewdly into each of the teens' eager faces. "I'm giving the second part, the most important part, right now," she continued, letting a soft moan slip from her throat as she leaned against Billy's rough sucking.
Karen could well see the reaction her words were having on her audience. Tom had unzipped the front of his pants and so had Bob. Their cocks had grown too large for the skin-tight jeans they wore. The woman's mouth began to water as she watched those bloated cockheads poking their way through the folds of her students' underwear.
Karen didn't want the other teens to get restless. Very gently, she pulled her tits away from Billy. She hated making him stop sucking her, but she had to serve the other guests. She was sure he understood.
As Karen turned toward the teen with his hand shoved up between her legs, she looked into the corner and saw Joyce riding up and down the thick shaft of one of the teens in the room. The bitch teacher was impressed by how quickly her friend got right down to business.
Joyce wasn't aware of being watched. The only things that filled her mind were thoughts about the shaft that filled her asshole. Stan's prick was everything she had hoped it would be. The teen was able to hold back his orgasm forever, letting her enjoy climax after crushing climax. His body was strong, and his ass lifted both their bodies as he drove his dick in and out of the steaming chamber of her shit box.
Joyce's lips were locked on the teen's. Her tongue delved deep, licking the sweet-tasting saliva from the walls of his mouth. She was grinding her tits against his chest and her lewd movements had undone the buttons down the front of her blouse. Her hands pushed up Stan's T-shirt so she could feel his smooth skin against her throbbing nipples.
"By the way," Karen said to Billy, leaning forward to serve a hot tit to Bob's waiting mouth, "I invited my roommate over. You know her. Barbara Gilbert."
"That blonde cunt in the phys-ed department?" Billy asked, his voice showing excitement over this new bit of information.
"Hey!" Tom exclaimed. "I've seen that bitch out with the cheerleaders at the football games. She's real thin, but with a great pair of tits. Real suckable," he said, making wet, hungry sounds with his mouth.
"That's my roommate, sweetheart," Karen said, balancing the tray with one hand as she reached out to fondle Tom's naked prick. "I hope you don't mind me inviting her over," Karen continued, turning her attention back to the leader of the gang of horny studs.
"Not at all, baby. Not at all," Billy said, reaching out and cupping one of her round asscheeks.
"The more the merrier," Tom said, lifting his face from her hot boobs as she pulled out of reach.
Karen had finally gotten rid of all the drinks. She stood in front of the sofa, leaning her head back and taking a deep swallow from the glass of straight Scotch she had fixed for herself.
Billy had had enough of Karen's prancing bullshit. He had seen how her body had responded to the roughness of his teeth on her tits. He wanted more of his teacher's crazy body, and he decided to take it. Grabbing out, he hooked his fingers in the waistband of her jeans and ripped downward.
Karen laughed at the sound of her clothing being torn from her quivering body. She loved Billy's masterful touch as her pants were yanked down the smoothness of her long, statuesque legs. She stepped daintily from the torn garment, allowing Billy to toss it into a corner of the room. He didn't realize it, but Karen's jeans landed right across the humping bodies of Stan and his mother.
Joyce was annoyed at the intrusion until she noticed what the garment was. Karen hadn't worn panties, and the inside of the crotch of her jeans was filled with her thick cream. Joyce shared the treasure with Stan. They licked up the delicious cunt juice as they climaxed together.
With Bob's help, Billy yanked Karen over to the sofa. Without her pants on, her cunt and ass really turned their pricks up to full strength. All four teens had taken their cocks out of their pants, and pressed them against the length of Karen's body.
But just as the teens began to go to work on her, the front doorbell rang. Karen smiled her prettiest apologetic smile as she hopped off their laps and made for the door. The teenagers on the couch knew that the other teacher was expected, and yelled encouragement as she swung her naked ass across the room.
Karen opened the door wide, showing off the thrilling fullness of her naked body. Her smooth skin looked lovely bathed in the bright afternoon sun.
"You fuckin' cunt," Barbara laughed, reaching between Karen's legs and grabbing her cunt.
Karen looked past her roommate to see four girls lined up. At the curb, she could see two more cars unloading. There had to be at least twelve teenage girls in all. Karen knew same of them from her English class. They were some of the best-looking cunts in school.
The horny studs on the couch began screaming their heads off as the endless stream of pussy meat poured into the room. Joyce and Stan were shocked. They had been too busy to hear Karen's announcement earlier. But their shock didn't slow down the pounding of his cock up into her steaming ass.
"Bless your hot pussy," Barbara told Karen as she headed for Bob's cock.
Barbara was wearing a tight jeans pantsuit. She looked at least forty years old. Her body was slender, but her tits were absolutely enormous. Her pants were snug around her asscheeks, showing off their rounded perfection and the deep crack of her ass. Her bleached-blonde hair was cut into a short cute hairdo.
"I've been sucking cunts all day long," Barbara moaned, throwing herself between Bob's legs, "and I need a nice fat cock to swallow up!"
Bob's prick may not have been the longest tool in the room, but it was the thickest. And that's just what Barbara needed. A thick shaft of meat to pry open her mouth. With all those girls around, she wanted to get a good mouthful of his cum before things started getting scarce.
Guys were already becoming too few and far between. Janet and Beverly, two sisters who enjoyed sucking each other's crotches just as well as anybody else's, wrapped themselves around Stan and Joyce's humping bodies. Janet bent over, pressing her face to the deep crack of the older woman's ass. Beverly was running her fingers all over Stan's smooth chest, lowering them over his belly until they reached the thickness of his cock.
While Beverly's fingers encircled the width of Stan's cock, her sister's tongue was licking away at the tight ring of Joyce's stretched asshole. She sucked away as the teen's tool slammed in and out of the steaming chamber. Janet's fingertips played with the teenager's balls. She could almost feel the cum boiling in his nuts.
A sweet thing named Lois Levine searched through her purse until she found the long, cardboard box that she wanted. Her fingers snatched out the container and flipped its top open. A wide, lewd grin turned up the corners of her mouth as she withdrew the two-headed dildo from its case.
Rosemary dropped down to her knees beside Lois as soon as she realized what her friend was doing. Giggling softly, she pushed her face to the sopping hole of the other cheerleader's twat. Her tongue forced its way through the girl's quivering pussylips. The sharp edges of Rosemary's teeth thrilled Lois' throbbing clit.
It wasn't hard for Rosemary to get the other girl's cunt foaming. When Lois was wet enough, her pal began shoving one end of that huge shaft of black rubber up into her belly. It was difficult for the girl's cunt to take the full length and width of the phony dick, even though it had taken it so many times before. The tramp was certainly glad her friend was being nice and gentle.
Billy, Eddie and Tom each grabbed a couple of horny sluts to fuck. Their cocks were burning up and they needed a good dose of cunt juice to cool them down. Each stud tried to grab a piece of ass he'd never fucked before.
That was difficult for Billy. He had pretty well fucked the entire cheerleading squad. He was a member of the football team and had free use of any of their cunts. Luckily, Karen was still unstuffed.
Karen's cunt shivered as the teen grabbed her by the wrist and yanked her down to the floor. She fell with a great thud, her lush ass bouncing on the carpet. The English teacher laughed wildly as Billy grabbed her ankles and tore her legs open. The cool air on her steaming pussy felt good.
Barbara Gilbert's tight ass wiggled in the air as she sucked hard on Bob's cock. By this time, Lois had taken the full length of her half of the dildo. With Rosemary's help, they undid the waistband of their teacher-adviser's jeans.
Barbara really started to fly when she felt her students stripping her. The muscles twitched in her ass as the girls pulled apart the firm mounds of her asscheeks. The teacher wanted to yell out her encouragement, but her mouth and throat were too full of bloated cock. The only thing she could do was squirm her ass back against the rounded head of the rubber prick.
As Lois pressed forward, she drove the bulbous head of her black cock deep into Barbara's shit box. She could hear the moan of pain and pleasure growling deep in her thrashing body. The force of the girl's thrusts drove the base of the shaft hard against her own clitoris, increasing the wonderful sensations surging through her body.
Rosemary was lost in the sweet heat of Lois' ass-crack. Pulling her friend's asscheeks apart with the tips of her fingers, she leaned forward and pressed her lush lips to the tight-ringed shit hole.
Tom found Betty and eyed her enormous tits. Shoving her down to the floor, he tore open her sweater. Her fat boobs spilled out into the open, her hard, dark nipples throbbing to be sucked. But Tom had something else in mind. Climbing on top of her supine figure, he rested his cock in the valley between her ripe melons.
Betty knew just what the teen was looking for. She caught her fat boobs in both hands and crushed them tight around his burning tool. She knew he wanted a tit-fuck, and she was an expert in that particular specialty.
Tom began humping his body hard against Betty's wild tits. He could feel the cunt boiling in his nuts, filling the length of his dick with jism ready to burst from the tiny slit in the blunt tip of his tool.
When Tom's cock exploded, he shot his heavy load of cock juice all over the beautiful slut's face. He saw a big glob of cum splash into her nose, drip over her mouth and down her chin. She had the most contented smile imaginable spread across her lips as the tip of her tongue licked up his excess jism.
Karen wrapped her feet around Billy's shoulders as he drove the bloated head of his cock deep into the quivering heat of her juicy cunt. She could feel his balls bouncing against the crack of her straining ass. She was actually lifting her entire body off the floor as she fought to meet the onslaught of his manly shaft.
Muscles deep within her belly tightened around his cock, urging the cum from his aching balls. She had locked her pussylips around the base of his rod, grinding her clitoris against his burning skin. His red-hot cock seared the throbbing nub.
Joyce felt herself being lifted from Stan's stiff prick. His cock had torn away at the sensitive walls of her asshole, filling the steaming canal with his bubbling jism.
Janet and Beverly, the slutty sisters, went to work on Joyce's thrilling body, licking, sucking and fingering the shit out of the older woman's ass and cunt. Her smooth skin was burned raw against the thick pile carpet beneath her.
Barbara's mouth pushed down harder over Bob's cock, while Lois continued fucking in and out of the slender blonde teacher's asshole. Rosemary's mouth was working hard, deep in the crack of the phys-ed instructor's ass. The teenage slut's tongue licked around the stretched ring of her asshole as the familiar flavor of the woman's body filled her mouth.
As one of the teenage girls dragged Joyce's slobbering mouth between her legs, the horny hostess had a chance to look around the room. She was thrilled at the sight of her son and his friends really fucking away at each other's cunts, tits, cocks and assholes.
Joyce Lankin was a very proud mother, she decided as she was forced to suck the cunt of her son's horny English teacher.
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